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As the occaſion of this poem was real. not GQitious; 
ſo the method purſued in it, was rather impoſed, 
by what ſpontaneouſly aroſe in the author's mind, on 


- | that occaſion, than meditated, or deſigned. Which 
Vill appear very probable from the nature of it. For 


it differs from the common mode of poetry, which is 


- | from Jong narrations to draw ſhort morals. Here, on 


the contrary, the narrative is ſhort, and the morality 
{| ariſing from it makes the bulk of the poem. The 
| reaſon of it is, that the fac mentioned did naturally 
pour theſe moral refleftions on the thought of the 
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COMPLAINT. 


NIGHT THE FIRST. _ 


Tub nature's ſweet reſtorer, balmy ſloep 
He. like the world, his ready viſit pays 
Where fortune ſmiles ; the wretched he forſakes : 
Swift on his downy pinions flies from woe; + 
And lights on lids unſully d with à tear. 
From ſhort (as uſual) and diſturb d repoſe, 
T wake : how happy they, who wake no more! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeit the grave. 

_ I wake, emerging from a ſea-of dreams 
| Tumultoous; where my wreek'd deſponding thought; 
| From wave to wave of fancy'd miſery, | 
At random drove, her helm of reaſon loſt: 
Tho' now reſtor d, tis only change. of pain, 
(A bitter change!) ſeverer for ſevere. 5 
[} Even in the zenith of her dark domain, 
A ſanſhiae, to the colour of my. fate. 

Night, fable guddeſs ! from her ebon throne, 
In rayleſs majeſty, now ſtretches forth 

Her leaden ſceptre o'er a ſlumb ring world. 

Silence, bow dead! and darkneſs, bow profoun#} 
Nor eye, nor lif ning ear, an object finds; 15 
YCreatioa flceps, Tis as the general pulſe 
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Of life ſtood Mill, and nature made a pauſe; 

An awfol pauſe! prophetic of her end. 

And let her prophecy be ſoon fulfill'd: _ 

Fate! drop the curtain; I can loſe no more. 

dilence, and darkneſs! ſolemn ſiſters! twins 
From ancient night, who nurſe the tender thought 
To reaſon, and on reaſon build reſolve, 

(That column of true majeſty in man.) 

Aſſiſt me: I will thank you in the grave; 


The grave, your kingdom: there this frame ſhall fall 


A victim ſacred to your dreary ſhrine. 

But what are ye? Tnou, who didſt put to flight 
Primaeval filence, when the morning-ſtars. 
Exultiog, ſhouted o'er the riſing ball; | 

O Txov l whoſe word from ſolid darknefs ſtruck 
That ſpark, the ſun, ſtrike wiſdom from my ſoul ; 


My foul, which flies to thee, her truſt, ber treaſure, 


As miſers to their gold, while others reſt. 

Thro' this opaque of nature, and of foul, 
This double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe,) 
Lead it thro' various ſcenes of life, and death; 


And from each ſcene, the nobleſt truths inſpire. 


Nor leſs inſpire my conduct, than my ſong; 
Teach my beſt reaſon, reaſon ; my beſt will 
Teach reftitude; and fix my firm reſolve 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long arrears 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour d 
On this devoted head, be pour d in vain, 
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The bell ſtrikes one. We take no note of time, 


But from its loſe. To give it then a tongue, 

Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, 

I feel the folemn found. If heard aright, 

It is the knell of my departed hours: 

Where are they? with the years beyond the flood. 
It is the ſignal that demands diſpatch : 

How much is to be done ? my hopes and fears 


Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 


Look down on what? a fathomleſs abyſs 3 

A dreadl eternity ho ſurely mine! $ 

And can eternity belong to me, | 

Poor penſioner on the bounties of an hour? 
How poor, how rich, how abject, how auguſt, 

How complicate, how wonderful is man? 


[| How paſſing wonder Hit. who made him ſach ? 
Who center'd in our make ſuch ſtrange extremes ? 


From «different natures marvelouſly mixt, 


| Connexion exquiſite of diſtant worlds! 


Diſtinguiſh'd link in being's endleis chain! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity! 
A beam etherial, ſully'd, and abſorpt! 

Tho” fully'd, and diſhonour d, ſtill divine! 


Dim miviatore of greatneſs abfolme! 


An heir of glory! a frail child of duſt! 

Helpleſs immortal! inſect infinite! =» 

A. worm! aged II tremble at myſelf, 

And in myſelf am loſt! at home, a ſtranger, 

Thought wanders up and down, ſurpris d, aghaſt}, 

And wont ring at ber own : bow reaſon. reels} a 
Az. 4 


6 THE COMPLAINT: 
o what z miracle to man is man, 
Triumphantly diſtreſs'd! what joy, what dread! 
Alternately tranſported, and alarm's! 
What can preſerve my life? or what deſtroy? | 
An angels arm can't ſnatch me from the grave; 
Legions of angels can't confine me there. 

Tu paſt conjecture; all things riſe in proof: 
While o'er my limbs ſleep's ſoft dominion ſpread, 
What tho' my ſoul phantaſtic meaſures trod 
O'er fairy fields; or mourn'd along the gloom. 
Of pathleſs woods; or, down the craggy ſteep 


Or ſcal'd the cliff; or danc'd on hollow winds, 
With antic ſhapes, wild natives of the brain ? 
Her ceaſeleſi flight, tho' devious, ſpeaks her nature 
Of ſubtler eſſence than the trodden clod ; 

Acute, acrial,  tow'ring unconfin'd, 

Unfetter'd with her groſs companion's fall. 
Ev'n ſilent night proclaims my ſoul immortal: 
Ev'n ſilent night proclaims eternal day. 

For human weal, hcav'n huſbands all events: 
Dull ſleep inſtructs, nor ſport vain dreams in vain. 
Why then their loſs deplore, that are not loſt ? 


In infidel diſtreſs ? Are angels there ? 
Slambers rak'd up in duſt, etherial fire ? 

They live! they greatly live a life on earth 

'  Unkindled unconceiv'd; and from an eye 
Of tenderneſs, let heavenly pity fall. X 
2222 . 


Hurl'd headlonę, ſwam with pain the mantled pool; | 


Why wanders wretched theeght their tembs avound, 2 
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This is the defart, this the ſolitude: 
I How populous, how vital, is the grave? 
I This is creation's melancholy vault, 
|} The vale funeral, the ſad cypreſs gloom g 
The land of apparitions, empty ſhades! 
All, all on earth is ſhadow, all beyond 
1s ſubſtance: the reverſe is folly's creed : 
Ho ſolid all, where change ſhall be no more! 
This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the veſtibule ; 
| Life's theatre as yet is ſhut, and death, 
Strong death alone can heave the maſly bar, 
This groſs impediment of clay remove, 
And make us, embryos of exiſtence, free. 
From real life but little more remote 
1s he, not yet a candidate for light, 
The future embryo, ſlumbering in his fire. 
{ Embryos we muſt be, till we burſt the ſhell, 


| Yon ambient azure ſhell, and ſpring to life, 


The life of gods, O tranſport! and of man. 
Yet man, fool man! e honghtes 


I unters celeſtial hopes without one ſigh. 


Priſoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 
Here pinions all his wiſhes : wing'd by heaven 
4 To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 

| Where ſeraphs gather immortality, 

On life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of Gon. 
I What golden joys ambroſial cluſt'ring glow 

{| In His full beam, and ripen for the juſt, 

| Where momentary ages are no more! 


* _THE cn Ar. 


Where time, and pain, and chance, and death, expire]. 


And is it in the flight of thieeſcote years, 
To puſh eternity from human thought, 
And ſmother ſouls iminortal in the duſt? 
And foul immortal, ſpending all her fires, 
_ Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous idleneſh,. 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd or alarm'd, 
At aught this ſcene can threaten, or indulge; 
Reſembles ocean into tempeſt wrought, 
To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 


Where falls this cenſure ? it o'erwhelens HA; 


How was my heart encrofted by the world? 

O how ſelf-fetter'd was my groveling ſoul ? 

How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 

In ſilken thought, which reptile fancy ſpun, 

Till darken'd reafon lay quite clouded o'er 

With ſoft coficeit of endleſs comfort here, 

Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ſkies ? 
Night-vifions may befriend, (as ſung above,) 

Our waking dreams are fatal : how I dreamt 

Of things impoſſible ! (could fleep do more?) 

Of joys perpetual in perpetaal change! 

Of ſtable pleaſures on the toſſing wave 

Eternal fanſhice in the ſtorms of life ! 

How richly were my rioon-tide trarices hung 

With gorgeous tapeſtries of pictured Joys ? 

Joy behind joy, in endleſs perſpective! 

Till at deaths toll, whoſe refilefs ib fonghe- _ 

Calls daily for his miilliviis ut u tal, 
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Where now my frenzy's pompous furniture ? 
The cobweb'd cotttage, with its-ragged wall 


1 3 mud, is royalty to me! 


The ſpider's moſt attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly bliſs ; it breaks at every breeze. 
O ye bleſt ſcenes of permanent delight! 
Full, above meaſure! laſting, beyond bound! 
A perpetuity of bliſs, is bliſs. 
Could you, ſo rich in rapture, fear an end, 


That ghaſtly thought would drink up all your joy, | 


And quite unparadiſe the realms of light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above theſe rolling ſpheres; 
The baleful influence of whoſe giddy dance 
Sheds fad viciſſituda on all beneath. 

Here teems with revolutions every hour . 
And rarely for the better; or the beſty 

More mortal than the common births of fate. 
Each moment has its ſickle, emulous 


Of Time's enormous ſcythe, whoſe ample ſweep 
strikes empires from the root ; each moment plays 


His little weapon in the narrower ſphere 
Of ſweet domeſtic comfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt-bloom of fablunary bliſs. 
Bliſs! ſublunary an 
Implicit treaſon to divine decree! 
A bold invaſion of the rights of heaven! 
I claſp'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace ! 
What darts. of agony had miſs'd my heart? 


— 
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Death! great proprietor of all! tie thin 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ſtars, 
The ſun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines ; 2 
And. one day, thou halt pluck him-from his ſphere. | 
Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt 
Thy partial quiver. on-a-mark-ſo mean? 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreck'd on me ?- 
Infatiate archer ! could not ono ſuſkee ? 


Thy ſhaft flew thrice; and-thrice- my peace was lei 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her horn. 


O Cyathia! why fo pale? Doſt thou lameit 

Thy wretched neighbour ? grieve to fee thy wheel 
Of craſeleſs change outwhirl'd in human life ? 

How wanes my borrow'd blifs ? From fortunt's nile, 
Precarious courteſy! not vittue's fore, 
Self-given, ſolar, ray of. ſound deliglit. 

In every vary'd poſture, place and hour, 
Thought. buſy thought ! too baſy for my peace 
Thro' the dark poſtern of time long: elaps'd, 

Leg ſoftly, by the! ſtilloefs of the night, = 
Strays (wretched rover!) o'er the pleaſing paſt; 
In queit-of vretenednei perverfaly. trag; 
I rue the riches of my former fate 3 
Sweet edmfert's blaſted" cluſters 1 lament 3. 
| tremble at the bleſfings once fo dear; 
And cvery. pleaſure. ine we to the hearts 


— 
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| Yet why complain ? or why complain for one? 

'} Hangs out the fun his luſtre but for me, 
be ſingle man? are angels all beſide ? 
I mourn for millions: tis the common lot; 
un this ſhape, or in that, has fate entail'd 
The mother's throws on all of woman born, 

Not more the children, then ſure beiry of pain. 
War, famine, peſt, volcano, ſtorm, apd fire, 
#z | I»teſtine broils, oppreſſion, with her heart | 

4 Wrapt up in triple braſs, beficge mankind, 
7] Gov's image, difinherited of day, . | 

| Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a ſum was made. 

} There, beings deathleſs as their haughty lord, 

| Are hammer d to the galling cat for life; | 

| And plow the winter's wave, agd reap deſpair. 
Some, for hard maſters, broken under arms, 

la battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 

Þ Beg bitter bread thro' realms their valour fd. 

| If the tyrant, or his minion, doom. | 
4 Want, and incurable diſeaſe, (fell pair!) OR 
on hopeleſs multitndes remorſeleſs, ſeize 

At once; and make a refuge of the grave : 

4 How groaning hoſpitals eject their dead 

4 What numbers groan for fad admiſſion there! 

What numbers, once in fortune's lap bich- ei, 
| | bolicit the cold hand of charity! 

| To ſhock us more, folicit it in vain? 

| Ye fen fons of pleafine ! fince in pains. 
| You rue more modiſh viſits, viſit here, 255 
e from your debanch; give, and reduce ; 
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Surfeit's dominion o'er you: but fo great 
| Your impudence, you bluſh at what is richt. 
Happy! did ſorrow ſcize on ſuch alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue ſave ; 
Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt temperance ; 
Thro' thickeſt ſhades purſues the fond of peace, 
Man's caution often into danger turns, 
And his guard falling, cruſhes him to death. 
Not happineſs itſelf makes good her name; 
Our very wiſhes give us not our win. 
How diſtant oft the thing we dont on moſt, 
From that for which we doat, felicity ? 7 
The ſmodtheſt courſe of nature bas its pains; 
And trueſt friends, thro' error wound our reſt. 
Without misfortune, what calamities ? 
And what hoſtilities, without a foe ? . 
Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on eartb: 
But endleſs is the liſt of human ills, 
And fighs might ſooner fail, than cauſe to ſigh, 
A part how ſmall of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man ? the reſt a waſte, 
Rocks, defarts, frozen ſeas, and burning funde! 
Wild baunts of monſters, poiſons, 
Such is carth's melancholy map! 
More fad! this earth is a true map of man; 
80 boanded are its hautzhty lord's delights 
To woe 's wide empire; where deep troubles toſs, 
Loud ſorrows bowl, envenom'd paſſions bite, 


1 
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What then am I, who forrow for myſelf? 
In age, iv infancy, from other's aid | 
1s all our bope; to teach us to be kind. 
That's, nature's firlh, laſt leſſon to mankind; 
More generous ſorrow, while it ſinks, exalts, 
8woln thought a ſecond channel; who divide, 
| They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 
Take then, O world! thy much indebted tear: 
How fad a'fight is human happineſs | 
To thoſe whoſe thotght can pierce. beyond an hour! 
O thou! whatc'er thou art, whoſe heart exults! 
Would'ſt thou 1 ſhould congratulate thy fate ? 
I know thou wouldft; thy pride demands it. from me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs, 
The falutary cenſure of a friend. | 
Thou happy wretch ! by blindneſs thou art bleſt; 
By dotage dandled to perpetual files. 
Know, ſmiler! at thy peril art thou plear'd ; 
Thy pleaſure is the promiſe of thy pain. 
Misfortune, like a creditor Yevere, 
But riſes in demand for her delay: 
She makes a ſcourge of paſt proſperity, 
To fling thee more, and double thy diſtreſs. 

Lorenzo, fortune makes her court to thee. 


Dar is thy welfare; think me not uokiod; 
You & . 
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1 would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys. * 


Think not that fear is ſacred to the ſtorm. 
Stand on thy guard againſt the ſmiles of fate. 
Is heaven tremenduous in its frowns ? moſt ſure; 
And in its favours formidable too t 

Its favouts here are trials, not rewards ; 

A call to duty, not diſcharge from care ; 

And ſhould alarm us, full as much as woes ; 
Awake us to their cauſe, and conſequence: 

And make us tremble, weigh'd with our deſert; 
Awe nature's tumult, and chaſtiſe her joys, 
Leſt while we claſp, we kill them; nay, invert 
To worſe than ſimple miſery, their charms. 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, © 
Like boſom friendſhips to reſentment ſour d, 
Wich rage envenom'd riſe againſt our peace. 
Beware what earth calls happineſs ; beware 

All joys, but joys that never can expire. 

Who builds on lcfs than an immortal baſe, 
Fond as he ſeems, condemns his joys to death. 


Mine dy' with thee, Philander! thy laſt üb 


Diſſolv'd the charm! the diſinchanted earth 


Loſt all her luſtre, ' Where, ber glittering towers ? : . 
Her golden mountains, where ? all darken'd down | 


To naked waſte ; a dreary vale of tears: 


Of out-caſt earth, in darkneſs! what a change 

From yeſterday ! Thy darling hope ſo near, 
(Long - labour d prize!) O how ambition fluſh'd 
Thy glowing check ! ambition, truly * a 


1 
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The great magician's dead! Thou poor, pale piece 5 
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NIGHT THE FIRST. 1; 
Of virtuous praiſe. Death's ſubtle ſeed within, 
(Sly, treacherovs miner!) working in the dark, 


Smil'd at thy well-concerted ſcheme, and beckon'd 


The worm to riot on that roſe ſo red, 


| Unfaded ere it fell; one moment's prey! 


Man's foreſight is conditionally wiſe ; 
Lorenzo! wiſdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firſt inſtant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is born. le tis car cre 
The preſent · moment terminates our ſight ; | 
Clouds, thick as thoſe on doomſday, droun the next; 


We penetrate, we propheſy in vain. 


Time is dealt out by particles; and each, 
Ere mingled with the ſtreaming ſands of life, 
By fate's inviolable oath is ſworn __ | 
Deep ſilence,” **- Where eternity begins.” 

By nature's law, what may be, may be now ; 


1 There's no prerogative in human. hours. 


In himan hearts what bolder thought can riſe, | 
e ee eee 
Where is to-morrow ? in another world. 


| For numbers this is certain; the reverſe 


Is ſire to none: and yet on this perhaps, 
This peradventure, infamous for lies, 
As on a rock of adamant we build 


Our mountain-hopes; ſpin our eternal ſchemes, - 
As we the fatal ſiſters would out-ſpin, | 


And, big with life's futarities, expire. 
Not even Philander had-beſpoke his ſhroud; 


5 | Nor bad he cauſe; a warnintz was dra 


— 
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Now any All os faien, not 66 file ? | 

As ſudden, though for years admoniſh'd home. 

Of human ills, the laſt extreme beware, 

Beware, Lorenzo! a flow-ſudden death. 

How. dreadful that deliberate ſorprize 2 

Be wiſe to-day, tis madneſs to defer; | 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead; 1 
Thus on, till wiſdom is puſh'd out of life. 
Piocraſtination is the thief of time; 
Tear aſter year it ſicals, till all are fled; 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves. 
The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene. 

If not ſo frequent, would not this be ſtrange ? 
That tis fo frequent, this is ſtranger ſtill. 

Of man's miraculous miſtakes, this bears 
The palm, * That all men are about to live.“ 
For ever on the brink of being born. 

All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
They, one day, ſhall not drivel; and their pride 
On this reverſion takes up ready praiſe; | 
At leaſt, their own; their future ſelves applauds ; 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead? 
Time lodg'd in their own bands is folly's vsils ; 
That lodg'd in fate's, to wiſdom they conſign ; 


| The thing they can't but purpoſe they poſtpone: 


"Tis not in folly, not to ſcorn a fool; : 


And ſcarce in human wiſdom to do more. 
All promiſe is poor dilatory man, 

ai rnd ons res when res. Iedent. 
In full content, we ſometimes nobly reſt, ; 
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Grief's ſharpeſt thorn hard preſſing on my breaſt, _ 


NIGHT THE FIRST. 


| Uaanxious for ourſelves; and only wiſh, 


As duteous Gas, our fathers were more wiſe. | 
At thirty man ſuſpects himſelf a fool; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan z 


At fifty chides his infamous delay, 


Puſhes his prudent purpoſe to reſolve; 
In all the magnanimity of thought 
Reſolves ; and re-reſolves : then dies the ſame. 

And why ? becauſe he thinks himſelf immortal. 
All men think all men mortal, but themſclves ; 
Themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of fate 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the ſudden dread; +. 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 

Soon cloſe ; where paſt the ſhaft, no trace is ound: 
As from the wing no ſcar the ſky retains : 

The parted wave no furrow from the keel; b 
80 dies in human hearts the thought of death; 


Even with the tender tear which nature ſheds 


O'er thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander ? That were ſtrange; 
© my full heart But ſhould I give it vent, 


The longeſt night, though longer far, wonld fail, 


And the lark liſten to my midnight ſong. : 
The fprightly lark's ſhrill mattin wakes the mom 


I ſtrive, with wakeful. melody, to chear 
The fulleti gloom, ſweet Philomel ! like thee, 
And call the ſtars to liſten: every ſtar . 
Is deaf to mine, enamour d of thy lay. 
— ( — 
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And charm thro' diſtant ages : wrapt in ſhade, 
_ Priſoner of darkneſs! to the ſilent hours, 
How often I repeat their rage divine, | 
To lull wy griefs, and ſteal my heart from woe? 
I roll their, raptures, but not catch their fire. 

Dark, though not blind, like thee, Macovides! 
Or, Milton! thee, ah cou'd I reach your ſtrain ! 
Or his, who made Maconides our own. 

Man too he ſung : immortal man I ſing : 

Oft burſts my ſong beyond the bounds of life ; 
What now, but immortality can pleaſe ? 

O had he preſs'd his theme, purfu'd the track, 
Which opens out of darkneſs into day ! 

O had he mounted on his wing of fire, | 

Soar'd where I fink, and ſang immortal man! 
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1 know the terms on which he ſees the light 2. 

| He that is born, is liſted : life is war, | 

Eternal war with woe: who bears it. beſt, 

Deſerves it leaſt On other themes · I lx dwell. 

Lorenzo! let me turn my thoughts on thee, 

And thine, oa themes, may profit ; profit there 

Where moſt they need: themes too, the genuine growth: 

Of dear Philander's-duſt.. He, thus, tho' dead 

May till beft ĩend What themes? Time's wond'roils 

Death; friendſhip, and Philander's final ſcene. [price, . 
80 could I touch theſe themes, as might obtain 

Thine ear. nor leave thine heart quite diſengat d, 

The zood deed would delight me; half-impreſs-- 

| | On my dark dloud an lris ; and from grief 

| Call glory, —Doſt thou mourn-Philander's fate? 
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I_ know thou fay'ſt it: ſays thy life the ſame 

He mourns the dead, who lives as they deſire. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of time, | 
(O glorious avarice ) thought of death inſpires, 
As rumour'd robbe cies endear-our gold ? 

O time! than gold more ſacred, more a load 
Than lead, to fouls, and fouls reputed wiſe. - 

| What moment granted mam without account? 
What years are ſquander'd, wiſdom's debt unpaid ? 
Our-wealth in days all doe to that diſcharge. 
Haſte, haſte! he lies i wait, he's at-the door, 
Inſidious· death! ſhould his ſtrong hand arreſt, 
Ne compoſition ſets the priſoner free: 
Eternity's inexorable chain 

Faſt binds; and vengeance claims the full arrear. 


How lite 1 ſhudder'd on the brink ? bow late 


Life call'd for her laſt , efuge in deſpair ? 

+ That time- is mine. O Mead ! to thee 1 owe; 
Fain would I pay thee with eternity: | 
But ill my genius anſwers my deſire; 
My ſiekly fong is mortal, paſt thy eure. 
Accept the will: —that dies not with my ſtrain. 

For what calls thy diſtaſe Lorenzo? Not 
For Eſeulapian, but for moral aĩd. 5 
Thou think 'ſt it folly to be wiſe tog ſoon. 
; Youth is nat rich in time; it may be poor: 
Part with it as with money, ſparing; pay 
No moment, but in purchaſe of its worth; 
And what its worth, aſk death beds, they can tell. 
Part- wich it as with life, reluctant; big 
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With holy hope of nobler time to come; 


A Time higher-aim'd, ſtill nearer the great mark F 


2 Of men and angels; virtue more divine. 


Is this our duty, wiſdom, glory, gain? 
(Theſe beaven benitzu in vitab union binds) 
And ſport we like the natives of the buugh, 
When vernal ſuns inſpire? Amuſement rely;as 
Man's great demand: to trifle is to lives 
And is it then a trifle. too, to die? 
Thou fay'ſt I preach ;: Lorenzo! tĩs confeſt, 
What if, for once, I preach- thee quite awake? 9 
Who wants amuſement in the flame of battle? © 


Is it not treaſun to the ſoul immortal, FF” Sb 


Her foes in arms, eternity the prize? 

Will toys amuſe - when med'cines cannot care? 

When ſpirits ebb, when life's enchanting ſcewes 

Their luſtre loſe, and leſſen in our fight, © 

As lands, and cities with their glittering ſpires, 

To the poor ſhatter'd bark, by fudden ſtorm” © 

Thrown off to ſea, and foon-to periſh there; 

Will toys amuſe ?—No: thrones will then be toys, 

And earth and ſkies ſeem duſt upon the ſcale. ; 
Redeem we time ?—its loſs we dearly buy. 


— © 


+ What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd ſports ?. 


He pleads time's numerous blanks; be londly:pleads | 
The ſtraw-like trifles, on life's common ftream. 

From whom thoſe blanks and trifles, but from thee? : 
No blank, no trifle, nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or ;purpos'd virtue. ftill be thine: 


| This cancels thy complaint at once; this leaves 
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In ad no trifle, and no blank in time: 
This gregtens. fills, immortalizes all:; 4 
This, the bleſt art of turnint all to gold; 4 
This, the gopd beart's prerogative to raiſe ; 
A royal tribute from the pooreſt hours: 
Immenſe revenue! every moment pays. 
If nothing mare than purpoſe in th power ; 
Thy purpoſe: firm. is equal to the'deed : 
Wuo does the beſt his circumſtance allows, 
Does well, acts nobly ; angels-could no more. 
; Our outvard ad, ingeed, -admits reſtraints 
"Tis not n thipgs der thought to domineer : 1 
eds 
Tho' mach, nd warm, the wit hve ugh; d. | 
2 who duly weighs an hour. 

ve Joſt a day,” the prince who nobly ery d, 
Had been an emperor without his crown ; 
Of Rome! ſay, rather, lord of human race: 
| He ſpoke, as if-deputed by mankind. = 
$0 ſhould all ſpeak; fo reaſon ſpeaks in all; 
From the foft whiſpers of that God in man, 
Why'fly to folly, why to frenzy fiy, 
Fot reſeueifeom the 'bleſGngs we poſſeſs? f 
Time, the ſupreme time is eternity L 
Pregnant, with all eternity can give; ! 
Pregnant with all that makes Archangels ſiniles 
Who murders time, be cruſhes in the birth 
A power atherial, only not ados ddt. 


=. * 
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| (For nature's voice unſtifled would recall) 
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Ah ! how unjuſt to nature, and bimſelf, 


| ts thonghtlefs, thanklefs, inconſiſtent man ? 


Like children babbling non ſenſe in their ſports, 
We cenfure nature for a ſpan too ſhort; 
That ſpan too Wort, we tax as tedious too, 
Torture invention, all expedicnts tire, 
To laſh the ling'ring moments into ſpeed, 
And whirl os (happy riddance i) from ourſelves, 
Art, brainleſs art! our furious charioteer, 


Drives headlong toy'rds the precipice of death; 
Death, moſt our dread ! death thus more dreadful made. 
o what a riddle of abſurdity ? | 
Leiſure is pain; takes off our chariot-wheels : 

How heavily we drag the load of life ! 


| Beſt leifure is oor curſe; like that of Caln, 


It makes us wander; wander earth around 
To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atlas groan'd 
The world beneath, we groam bencath an hour. 
We cry for mercy tv the next amuſement ; 
The next amuſement mortgages our ficlds ; 
Slight inconvenience ! priſons hardly frown, 
From hateful time if priſons fet us free. 

Yet when death kindly tenders us relief, 

We call him cruel; years to moments 
Ages to years. The teleſcope is turn'd: 

To man's falſe optics (from his folly falſe) 
Time, in advance, behind him bides his wings, 
And ſeems to creep, decrepit with his age: 
Behold him, W 
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But his broad pinions ſwifter than the winds? 
And all mankind, in contradiction ſtrong, 
' Rueful, aghaſt! cry out on his career. 
Leave to thy foes theſe errors, and theſe ills : 
To nature juſt, their cauſe and eure explore. 
Not ſhort heaven's bounty, boundleſs our expence; 
No niggard, nature; men are prodigals. 
We waſte, not uſe our time: we breathe, not live. 
Time waſted is exiſtence, us d is life: 
And bare exiſtence, man, to live ordain'd, 
And why? fince time was given for uſe, not waſte, 
| Enjoin'd to fly; with tempeſt, tide, and ſtars, 
To keep his ſpeed, nor ever wait for:man ; 
Time's uſe was doom d a pleaſure; waſte, a pain; 
That man might feel his error, if unſeen; -©- 
And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure; 
Not, blundering, ſplit on idleneſs, for caſe. ' 
Life's cates are comforts ; . ſuch by heaven defign'd; = 
He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretchell. 
Cares are employments ; and without employ 
The foul is on a rack; the rack of reſt; 
To ſouls m6ſt adverſe; action all their joy. 
Here, then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfoldsy 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wreſtle with, great-natore's plan; 
We thwart the Deity ! and is decreed, 
Who thwart bis will, ſhall contradict their own, 
Hence our unnatural quarrel. with ourſelves ; 


** 


„Our thoughts. at enalty, our baſom-brell, * © =* 
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We puſh time from us, and we wiſh him back, 
Laviſh of luſtrums. and yet fond of life; 

Life we think long, and ſhort; death ſeek, and ſhun 3 
Body and foul like peeviſh-man and wife, 

United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

| Oh the dark days of vanity! while here, 

| How taſteleſs? and how terrible, when gone? 

Gone ? they ne er go; when paſt, they haunt us ſtill 
The ſpirit walks of every day deceas d, FT 
And ſmiles an angel, or a. fury ſrowns.. | 
Nor death, nor life, delights us. If time paſt, 
And time poſſeſt, both pain us, what can pleaſe J. 
That which the deity to pleaſe ordain d, 


Time us d. The man who conſecrates his hours 


By vigorous effort, and an honeſt aim, 


1 At once he draws the.ſting of life and death: 


He walks with nature; and her paths are peaces. 
Our error's cauſe.and cure are. ſeen; ſee next 
| Time's nature, origin, importance, ſpeed; 
And thy great gain from urging his career. 
All- ſenſual man, becauſe untouch d, unſeen, 
He looks on time as nothing. Nothing elſe 
Is. truly man's; "tis fortune's— Time's a god. 
Haſt thou-ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence ? 
For, or againſt; what wonders can he dol 
And will: to ſtand blank neuter he diſdainss 
Not on thoſs terms was Time, (beaves's ſtranger!) fat. 
On bis important embaſſy to man. 
Lorenzo ! no: on the long deſtin'd hour, 
. ca. 


_- 
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That memorable hour of wond'rous birth, 

When the btb Sine on emanation bent, 

- And big with natures riſing in his might, 
Call'd forth creation (tor then Time was born) 

By Godhead ſtreaming through a thouſand worlds: 

| Not on thoſe terms, from the great days of heaven, | 

From old Eternity's myſterious orb, 

Was time cut off, and caff beneath the ſkies; 

The skies, which watch him in his new a 

Meaſuring his motions by revolving ſpheres; 

That horologe machinery divine. 

Hours, days. and months, and years, his children, play 

Like numerous wings around him as he flics : 

Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they ſhape 

His ample pinions, ſwift as darted flame, 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient reſt, 

And join anew Eternity, his fire ; 

In his immutability to neſt, * 

When worlds, that count his eirctes now, RY 
(Fate the loud ſignal founding) headlong ruth 

To timeleſs night, and chaos, whence they roſe. 
Why ſpur the ſpeedy ? why with levities 

New-wing thy ſhort, Ihort day's too rapid flight ? 

Know'ſt thou, or what thou doſt, or what is done? 

Man flies from time, and time from man: too ſoon . 

In fad divorce, this double flight muſt end: 

Ang then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo! then, 

fey ge mr wt 

Not unambitious ; in the ruffled ſhroud, 
Thy Parian fomb's tri bant arch 
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nl Has death his fopperies ? then well may life | 
put on her plume; and in her rainbow ſhine. 

Ye well-array'd! ye lilies of our land! + . 
Ye lilies male! who neither toil, nor ſpin, | 
(As ſiſter lilies might) if not. ſo wiſe | 
* As Solomon, more ſumptuous to the ſight! 

Te delicate! who nothing can ſupport, | 


* 


Tourſelves moſt inſapportable! for hom 
- | The wioter roſe muſt blow, the ſun put on 
A brighter beam iu Leo; ſilky · ſoft 

{ Faronivs, breathe fill ſofter, or be chid z 

And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms!* 

| Oye Lorenzos of our age! who deem 

| | One moment unamus'd, a miſery 

Not made for feeble man! who call alond! 

For every bawble, drivell'd o'er-by ſenſe 3. 

Ter rattles, and conceits of every caft,. 
+ | For changy of follics, and-relays of joy, 

ot a ſhort wiater's day ;——ſay, ſages! fay, 

4 ms tay, Ernamine of gay dreamel: 
4 Where ſuch expedients fail? 

O treach'rous conſcience! while ſhe ſtems to lcep» 

Oh roſe and myrtle, lad: winkt fyren e 
While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop. 
Jos headlong appetite the flacken'd rein, 
+ And gives us up to licence, unrecall'd, 
1 Vanark'd5——{ee, from behind her kent ſtand}, 
| 8 2 | 
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| The fly informer minotes grery fault, 4 


And her dread diary with horror fills; 

Not the groſs aft alone employs her pen; 
She reconnoitres fancy's airy band, 

A watchful foe! The formidable py, 
Liſt'ning o{erhears the whiſpers of our eamp ; 
Our dawning purpoſes of heart explores, 
And ſteals our embryos of iniquity. 


is ls Gs AL aves of braſs, 
Writes our whole hiſtory ; which death ſhall read 
in every poly Sllaggne's proce war 

And judgment pub ic; publiſh to more worlds 
Than this; end Set ee greens lene, 
Lorenzo, ſuch that fleeper in. thy breaſt]. 
Such is her Jumber; and ber vengeance ſuch, 
For ſlighted counſel ; ach thy future peace! | 
And dlink n thou fill thou can'ſt be wiſe tos foon 7 
But why on time ſo laviſh is wy fog? 


On this great theaxe l ure 44 
Ee 


| And ſhall we | Lill e 
Sure vice muſt by ha 
Cry out for veny 
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|| And ardent energy, ſupinely yawns? —— A 
| Man fleeps; and man alone, and man, whoſe fate, 


, py thas miracle tbe gods indes; 
A 0 
n Full poser d to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorns. 
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| Hell threatens; all exerts; in effort * | 
More than creation labours!—Labours more? | 
is there in creation, what, amidſt - 
tymult univerſal, wing'd diſpatch, 


Fate irreverſible, entire, extreme, 


. Endleſs, bair-bung, breeze-ſbaken, o'er the gulph 


A moment trembles ; drops! and man, for whom 
All elſe is in alarm; man, the fole cauſe 


| Of this Garrounding Norm ! and. yet be ſleeps, | 
| As the ſtorm rock d to reſt. Throw years away? 
| Throw empires, and be blamgleſs. Moments ſeize ; 

| Hearen's en their wing: a moment we may wiſh, 


When worlds want wealth to buy. 1 
Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 


| The period paſt, regive the given hour. 
| Lorenzo, more than miracles we want; 
| Lorenzo——0© for yeſterdays to come! 


r 
His ardoy ſuch, for what opprefſes thee. 
And is his aper Vain, Lorenzo? No; 


return'd ; return'd 


And reinſtate mn op the rock of peace. = 
; predecefior's fate ; 


die gen. 
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_ Fuliginos, and tain us deeper fill ? 

Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the celemencies of heav'n ? 


Where ſhall I find him? Angels! tell me where? 


You know him; he is near you: point him out: 

Shall I ſee glories beaming from his-brow-?- 

Or trace his footſteps by the riſing fow'rs? 

Your golden wings, now how ring o'er him, ſhed: 
Protection; now, are waving in applauſe = 

To that bleſt ſon of foreſight: ! lord of fate! 

That awful independent on to morrow ' 

Whoſe work is done; wiio triumphs in the paſt';: 

Whoſe yeſterdays look backward with a ſmile; 
Not, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly; 
That common, but opprobrious lot !'paſt hours, 
Ifnot by guilt; yet wound us by their flight, 
If folly bounds our proſpect by the grave, 
All feeling of futurity benumb d; 

All godlike paſſion for eternals quench'd;. 

All reliſh of realities expit d; 

Renounc'd all correſpondence with the ſkies; 
Our freedom chain'd ;- quite winglefs our deſire. 
In ſenſe dark-priſon'd all that ought to ſoar 
Prone to the centre, crawling in the duſt, 

Embruted every faculty divine; 

Hearth - buried in the rubbiſh of the world, 
The world, that gulph of fouls, immortal fouls, 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 

To reach the diſtant ſkies, and triumph there 
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On thrones, which ſhall not meurn their maſterschang'dy 
| Though we from earth; etherial, „ 

| Such veneration due, O man, to man. 

; Who venerate themſclves, the world deſpiſe. 

For what, gay friend! is this eſcutcheon'd world, 
Which hangs out bar in one eternal night? 
A night, that glooms us ia the noon tide ray, 
And wraps our thought at banquets in the ſhroud. | 
Life's little ſtage is a ſmell eminence, - RT 
Inch-high the grave above 2 that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude : we gaze around, 

We read the mongments; we ſigh; and while 

We ſigh, we fink; and are what we deplor dz 
Lamentiog, or lamentcd, all our lot! 

|} . ls death at diſtance? No: be has barn ap ther'o 

| And given ſure earneſt of his final blow. 

Thoſe hours, which latcly ſmil'd, where are they now? 
Pallid to thought, and ghaſtly! drown'd, all drownd 
la that great deep,. which nothing diſembogues ; 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall renown. 

7] The reft are on the wing; how fleet their fight ? 

| Already bas the fatal train took fire: 

A momept, aud the world's blown up to thee ; 

The fun is darkneſs, and the ſtars are dylt. 

Tis is greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt hours; 
And agk them, what report they -bore to heaven ; 
And, how they might have born more welcome naa. 


Their znſers, form what men experience call ; 


| If viſdom's friend, her beſt ; if not, worſt ths, 
. | © recangile them! Rind experience gige, 
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© There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighsy * 
* The more our joy, the more we know it vaing + 
© And by ſucceſs are tutor d to deſpair.” * 
Nor is it only thus, but muſt be fo. 4 
Who knows not this, though grey, is till a child. 
Looſe: then from eartli the graſp of fond defire, « 
Weigh anchor, and ſome happier ellme explores 
Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 
Nor give thy thoughts z ply to future ſcenes? ?; 


Since, by life's paſſing: breath, blown: pp from earth,” 
icht, as the ſummer's duſt, we take ia air q 


A moments giddy fight; and fall again; 4 
Join the dull maſs, inereaſe tlie trodden foil; 


And ſleep till earth herfelf mall be no more; 4 


Since then (as emmets, their ſmall world o'erthrown)! 
rn 
And riſe to fate extreme of foul or fair, | 
As man's own choice, (controuler of the skies{'. 
As man's deſpotie will, perhaps one hour, 
(o how omnipotent is time!) decrees; WP 
Should' not each warning give a ſtrong alirm f- 
Warning, far leſs than that of boſom tom 
From boſom, bleeding o'er the facred dead?” 
Should not each dial firike us as we paſs,, ... . 
Portentons, ns.the written wall; Pic Und 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud. Aſſyrian pale, 
Pre-while high fluſh'd with infolence and wine? 
Like that, the dial ſpeaks; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo! loth to break thy banquet up. 
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+ And, while-it laſts, is emptier than my ſhade.” 


ſts ſilent language ſach : nor need'ſt thou call 
Thy Magi, to decypher what it-means. : 
Know, like -the Median, fate is in thy walls: 


Doſt aſk, How? whence? Belſhazzar-like, amaz'd? 


Man's make incloſes the ſure ſeeds: of death; 
Life feeds the murderer: ingrate! he thrives 


on her own meal, and then his nurſe devours, 


- ox 


4 


That folar'ſhadow, as it meaſures life, 

It life reſembles too: life ſpeeds away 

From point to.point, though ſeeming to ſtand ill 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth : 


| Too ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen : 


Yet foon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 


Warnings point out our-danger ; gnomons, time: 


As theſe are uſcleſs when the fun is ſet ; 

$ thoſe, but when more glorious reaſon ſhines. 
Reaſon ſhould judge in all; in reaſon's eye, 
But fuch our gravitation to the wrong, 5 
$ prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 


u later with the wiſe, than he's aware; 


A Wilmington goes flower than the fun; 
And-all mankind miſtake their time of day: 
In age itſelf Freſh bopes are hourly fown 


n furrow's brows. So gentle life's deſcent, 


We hut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 


BF 
And taro ci bleſſings into bane. Since oft 
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Man muſt compte that age he cannot feel, 
He ſcarce believes he's older for his years. 
Thus, at life's lateſt eve, we keep in ſtore 
One diſappoĩutment ſure, to crown the reſt; 


The djfappointment of a promis'd hour. 
On this, or ſimilar, Fhilander! thou 


| Whoſe mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue ; 
And irong, to wield all ſcience, worth the name; 
Hos often we talk'd down the fummer's fun. 
And cool'd our paſſions by the brecey ſtream ! 
How often thaw*d, and ſhorten d winter's eve, 
By codex kind, that ſtruek out latent truth, 
Beſt found, ſo ſought ; to the recluſe more coy ! 
Thoughts diſintantle, paſſing o'er the lip; 
Clean runs the thread; ; if not, tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonſenſe for a fong; 
Song, faſhionably fruitleſs! ſuch as ſtains 
The fancy, and unhallow'd paſſion fires ; 
Chiming her faints to Cytherea's fane. 7 

| Know'ſt thou, Lorenzo! what a friend cootatns? | 
As bees mixt nectar draw from fragrant flow'rs, 
So men from Faiznvsnie, wifdom and delight: 
Twins ty'd by nature, if they part, they die. 
Haſt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach? 


Good ſenſe will ſtagnate. Thoughts ſhot up, want alt 
And ſpoil, like bales unopen'd to the ſun. 


Had thought been all, ſweet ſpeech had been deny d; 
Speech,thought's canal ! ſpeech, thought's criterion too 
Thought in the mine, may come forth gold or droſi 
When coin'd in word; we know its real worth, =» 
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1 If fierling, tore it for thy future uſe; 


| 'Toill buy the benefit; perhaps, renown. 
| Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poſſeſt ; 
- Teaching, we learn ; and, giving, we retain 
wre births of intellect; when dumb, forgot. 
| Speech ventilates our intellectual fire; 


Speech burniſhes our mental magazine; | 
Brightens, for ornament ; and whets, for uſe. 


| What numbers, Death d in erudition, ly 


Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 

And raſted in; who might have born an edge, 

And play'd a ſprightly beam, if born to ſpeech ; 

If born bleſt heirs of half their mother's tongue? 
Tis thought's exchange, 9 


And defecates the fiudent's ſtanding pool. 
In contemplation is his proud reſource ? 


Nu poor, as proud, by converſe unſuſtain'd. 
f Dr 


Of due reſtraint; and emulation's ſpur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd, 
"Tis converſe qualifies for ſolitude ; 
As exerciſe for ſalutary reſt. 


By that untutor'd, contemplation raves; 
And nature's fool, by wiſdom's is outdone. 


Wiſdom, tho? richer than Peruvian mines, 
And ſweeter than the ſweet ambroſial hive, 


Wat is ſhe, but the means of happineſs ? 


That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool ; 
Vor. I. D 
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A melancholy fool. without her bells. 
Friendſhip, the means of wiſdom richly gives 
The precious end, which makes our wiſdom wiſe, 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, 
Denies, or damps an undivided joy. 

Joy is an import ; joy is an exchange; 

Joy flies monopoliſts : it calls for two; 

Rich fruit! heav'n-planted! never pluckt by one, 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 

To ſocial man true reliſh of himſelf. 

Full on-ourſelves deſcending in a line 
Pleaſure's bright beam, is feeble in delight: 
Delight intenfe, is taken by rebound ; 
 Reverberated pleaſures fire the breaſt. 

| _ Celeſtial happineſs, whene er ſhe ſtoops 

To viſit earth, one ſhrine the goddeſs finds, 
And one alone, to make her ſweet amends | 
For abſent heav'n—— the boſom of a friend; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally ſoft, 
Each others pillow to repoſe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit : in paſſion's flame 5 
Hearts melt; but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze. 
True love ſtrikes root in reaſon; paſſion's foe; 
Virtue alone entenders us for life: 

I wrong her much entenders us for ever. 
Of friendſhip's faireſt fruits, the fruit molt fair 
Is virtue kindling at a rival fire, 

And emulovufly, rapid in her race. 

O the ſoft enmity! endearing ſtrifel | 
This carries friendſhip to her noon-tide paint, 


a | 
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And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From friendſhip, - which outlives my former themes 
- | Glorious ſurvivor of old time, and death! 
1 From friendikip, thes, that fow'r of heavenly food, 
The wiſe extract earth's moſt Hyblean bliſs, 
Superior. wiſdom, crown'd with imiling joy. 
haut for whom bloſſoms this Elyſian flower ! 
Abroad they find, who cheriſh it, at home. 
Lorenzo! pardon what my love extorts, 

An honeſt love, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho* choice of follies faſten on the great, 

| | That ſacred friendſhip is their cafy prey; | 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure | 

Or faſcination of a high-born ſmile. 
Their ſmiles, the great, and the coquet, throw out 
For other hearts, tenacious of their own; 


Aud we no lefs of ours, when ſuch the bait. 


Ye fortune's cofferers! ye powers of wealth! 


+ | You do your rent-rolls moſt felonious wrong, 
- | By taking our attachment to yourſelves. 


Can gold - zain friendſhip ? impudence of hope l 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 


: } Love, and love only, is the loan for love. f 


Lorenzo! pride repreſs; nor hope to find 


a | A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 


All like the. purchaſe ; few the price will pay; 


+ | And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 


| What if (Gnce daring on fo nice a theme) 
— 9 delicate, as dear, 
| ; | Ds 
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Ot tender violations apt to die? 
Reſerve will wound it; and diſtruſt, deſtroy. 
Deliberate on all things with thy friend; 


But ſince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 


Nor every fiiend unrotten at the core; 

Firſt, on thy friend, deliberate with thyſelf; 
Pauſe, ponder, ſift ;. not eager in the choice, 
Nor jealous of the choſen; fixing, fix; - 
Judge before friendſhip, then confide till death, 
Well, for thy friend; but nobler far for thee; 
Ho gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize l 
A friend is worth all hazard we can run. 

| © Poor is the friendleſi maſter of a world : 
A world in purchaſe for a friend is gain.” 

So ſung he (angels hear that angel fing! 
Angels from friendſhip gather half their joy) 
So ſung Philander, as his friend went round 
In the rich ichor, in the generous blood lh! 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 

A brow ſolute, and ever-laughing eye. - 
He drank long health, and virtue te his friend; 


His friend, who warm'd him more, who more inſpih . 


| Friendſhip's the wine of life ; but friendſhip new 
(Not ſuch was his) is neither ſtrong, nor pure. 
Ol! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth, = 
And elevating ſpirit, of a friend, 

For twenty ſummers ripening by my fide; 

All feculence of falſhood long thrown down ; 
All focial virtues riſing in his ſoul ; 
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Here nectar flows; it ſparkles in our ſight; 
Rich to the taſte, and genuine from the heart. 
High-flavour'd bliſs for gods! on earth how rare! 
On earth how loſt! —Philander is no more. 
Thinkſt thou the theme intoxicates my ſonz? 
Am 1 too warm ?—too warm I cannot be. 


| 1 lov'd him much; but now I love him more. 


Like birds, whoſe beauties languiſh, half conceal'd, 
Till mounted on the wing, their gloſſy plumes 
Expanded ſhine with azure, green, and gold; 


Hos bleſſings brighten as they take their flight ! 


His flight Philander took ; his upward flight, 
If ever ſoul aſcended. Had he dropt, 

(That cagle-genius!) O had he let fall 

One feather as he flew; I, then, had wrote, 
What friends might flatter; prudent foes forbear ; - 
Rivals ſcarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve. : 
Yet what I can, I muſt: it were profane 

To quench a glory lighted at the ſkies, 

And caſt in ſhadows his illuſtrious cloſe. - 
Strange l the theme moſt affecting, moſt ſublime, 
Momentous moſt to man, ſhou'd fleep unſung !. 
And yet it ſlerps, by genius unawak'd, 

Painim or Chriſtian ; to the bluſh of wit. 
Man's higheſt triumph! man's profoundeſt fall! 
The death-bed of the juſt! is yet undrawn 
By. mortal hand: it merits a divine: 
Angels ſhould paint it, angels ever there 
There, on a poſt of honour, and of joy. 
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And glory tempts, and inclination calls 
Yet am I ſtruck; as ſtruck the foul, beneath 


Arial groves impenetrable gloom ; 


Or, in ſome mighty ruin's ſolemn ſhade; 

Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born duſt, 
In vaults ; thin courts of poor uaflatter d kings! 
Or, at the midnight altar's ballow'd flame. 

It is religion to proceed: | pauſe 

And, enter, aw'd, the temple of my theme. 
Is it his death-bed ? No, it is his ſbrine ? 
Behold him, there, juſt riſing to a god. | 
_ The chamber where the good man meets his fate, 
Is priviledg'd beyond the common walk 

Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heaven. 
Fly, ye profane! if not, draw near with awe, 
Receive the bleſſing, and adore the chance, 
That threw in this Betheſda your diſcaſc ; 

If unreſtor'd by This, deſpair your cure. 

For, here, reſiſtleſs demonſtration dwells ; 

A death-bed's a detector of the heart. 

Here tir d diſſimulation drops her maſque, 


Through life's grimace, that miſtreſs of the ſcene ! 


Here real, and apparent, are the ſame. 

You ſee the man; you ſee his hold on heav'n; 

If found his virtue; as Philander's found, 

Heav'n waits not the laſt moment, owns her friends 

On this ſide death ; and points them out to men, 

A lecture, ſilent, but of ſovercign pow'r ! 

To vice, confuſion ; and to virtue, peace. 
Whatever farce the boaſtful hero plays, 
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Virtue alone has majeſty in death; 

Philander! he ſeverely frown'd on thee. 

© No warning given! unceremonious fate! 

A ſudden ruſh from life's meridian joys! 

6 A wrench from all we love! from all we are! 

A reſtleſs bed of pain! a plunge opaque 

© Beyond conjecture! feeble nature's dread! 

© Strong reaſon's ſhudder at the dark unknown! 

A ſun extinguilh'd ! a juſt opening grave 3 

© And oh! the laſt, laſt; what? (can words expreſs? 

© Thought reach ?) the laſt, laſt-—ſilence of a friend!” 

Where are thoſe horrors, that amazement, where, 

This hideous group of ills, which ſingly ſhock, 

Demand from man ?—1 thought him man till now. 
Thro' nature's wreck, thro' vanquiſh'd agonies, 

(Like the ſtars ſtruggling thro? this midnight gloom) 

What gleams of joy! what more than human peace! 

Where the frail mortal ? the poor abje& worm ? 


No, not in death the mortal to be found. 


His conduct is a legacy for all, 

Richer than Mammon's for his ſingle heir. 
His comforters he comforts; great in ruin, 
With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields 
His ſoul ſablime; and cloſes with his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the ſcene! 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fix'd to man ? 
His God ſuſtains him in his final hour ! 

His final hour brings glory to his God ! 


Man's glory heav'n vouchſafes to call ber own. 
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We gaze; we weep; mixt tears of grief and joy! 
| Amazement ſtrikes! Devotion burſts-to flame! 
Chriſtians adore! and Tnfidels believe. | 

As ſome tall tower, or lofty mountain's brow, 
Detains the ſun, illuſtrious from its height : 
While riſing vapours, and deſcending ſhades, | 
With damps, and darkneſs, drown the ſpacious vale : 
Undampt by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, | 
Philander, thus, auguſtiy rears his head, 
At that black hour, which gen'ral horror ſheds 
On the low level of th' inglorious throng: 
Sweet peace, and heavenly hope, and humble joy; 
Dirinely beam on his exalted ſoul ; 
Deſtruction gild, and crown him for the ſkies, .. 
With incommunicable luſtre, bright. 
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| From dreams, where ache in fancy* s maze rum 
mad, 


To reaſon, that heaven- lichted lamp in man, 
Once more I wake; and at the deſlin'd hour, 
Punctual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 

I keep my aſſignation with my woe. 

| Of hoſt to virtue. loſt to manly thought, 


| Loſt to the noble fallies of the ſoul ! 


Who think it ſolitude to be alone, 
Communion fweet! communion large and high! 


- | Our reaſon, guardian angel, and our God! 


Then neareſt theſe, when others moſt remote; 

' | And all, ere long, ſhall be remote, but theſe. 

Hos dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, 

: | A firanger! unacknowledg'd ! unapprov'd! 

Now-woo them; wed them; bind them to thy breaſt; 

To win thy wiſh, creation has no more. 

Or if we wiſh a fourth, it is à friend—— 

But friends, how mortal! dangerous the deſire. 
Fake Phoebus to yourſelves, ye baſking bards! 

Inebriate at fair fortune's fountain head, 

And reeling thro' the wilderneſs of joy; 

Where ſenſe runs ſavage, broke from reaſon's chain, 
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And ſings falſe peace, till ſmather'd by the pall. 
My fortune is unlike; unlike my ſong ; | 
Unlike the deity my ſong invokes. 
I to day's fott-ey'd ſiſter pay my court, 
(Endymion s rival ) and her aid implore; 
Now firſt implor'd in ſuecour to the mule. | 
Thou who didſt lately borrow * Cynthia's form, 
And modeſtly forego thine own! O thou, O 
Who didſt thyſelf, at midnight hours, inſpire! | 
Say. why not Cynthia, patroneſs of ſong? 8 
As thou her creſcent. ſhe thy character 1 
Aſſumes. nil more a goddeſs by the change. 4 
Are there demurring wits, who dare diſpute ._ - 
This revolution in the world infpir'd? 
Ye train Pierian! to the lunar ſphere, 
In filent hour, addreſs your ardent call | 
For aid immortal; leſs her brothers right. 1 
She, with the ſpheres harmonious, nightly leads + 
| The mazy dance, and bears their matchleſs ſtrain, ! 
A ſtrain for gods! deny'd'to mortal ear. ; 
Tranſmit it, heard, thou ſilver queen of heaven! N 
What title, or what name endears thee moſt? + 
Cynthia! Cyllene! Phoebe: or doſt thou hear + 
With higher guſt, fair P -d of the ſkies? — 
Is that the ſoft enchantment calls thee down, = 
More pow'rful than of old Circean charm?  * - + 
. 
| ee and whiſper in miac car . 
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- | Her death invades his movenfal-right; and claims 


Ot thy firſt votary—bet not thy laſt x 
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The theft: divine; or in propitious dem 
(For dreams are thine) trantfuſe it choc the. breaſt: = 


And kiad thou wilt be; kind on ſuch a theme; 
A theme like thee, a+ quite forar theme, 


A theme that roſe sibgale, and told my foul, 

Tons night ; on her ſond hopes perpetual night; 

A night which de a-dawp, x dender amp, 
Than that which ſmote-me'from Philander's'tomb, | * 
Woes cluſtery rare ure ſolltary woes ? 


The grief that arted om my lids for hir: 


Or ſhares / It, ere it falls. 80 frequent death; I 


For buman fighs his rivel-ſirokes contend, 


What was thy-fate? a. double fate to me: 
Portent; and pain! a tnenace, and a blow! 


| Not leſs a biad of omen; than of prey: 


I call'd Nareiſſa long-before her hour 3 


- | Kt gall'd bet tender foul by break of bid, 


From the: firſt 'bloſſoes, from the buds of joy; 


Vor. I. pl 
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Sweet harnfioniſt ! and beautiful as ſweet ! 
And young as beautiful! and ſoft as young 
And gay as ſoft! and innocent as gay! 

And happy (if aught happy here) as good ! 

For fortune fond had built her neſt on high. 
Like birds quite. exquiſite of note and plume, 
Transfixt by fate (who loves a lofty mark) 

How from the ſummit of the grove ſhe fell, 
And left it unharmonious! all its charm 


Extingui'd in the wonders of her l. 
Her fong (ill vikeates in ay rmvife'd ear;  . 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 


{© to forget her!) thrilling thro'-my beart! 
cones e e ng vans, Joy? this gre. 

Of bright ideas, flow'rs of paradiſe, = 

As yet unſorſeit l in one blaze we bind, 

| Rneel,-and preſent it to the ſkies; as all 


We gueſs of heaven : mid rd brooms * 


S GONE T ERS Ene0——nEUEK, © 
Gay title of the deepeſt miſery! / 


As bodies grow more pond”rous, dd 6f lte: | : | 


Good loſt weighs more in-grief, than gain d, in joy. 
Like bloſſom'd trees o'erturn n © 


Lovely in death the-beauteous ruin la; 
And if in death ill lovely, —— <=oinny 2-4 
Far Jovelicr! pity ſwells the tide of lo re. 


And will not the ſevere excuſe'a Gh 7 
——— was thetlJs aldani'd to werpy 1 


Our tears indulg'd. indeed deſerve. our ſhame. . 4 
Te that cer loſt an amel pity-mes + ere 
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2 luſtre languiſh'd in her eye, 
wning 2 dimmer day on human fight | 
Mods tent; Be beet, N 
Pale omen ſate ; and ſcatter'd fears around 

On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to 1 
„ : 
FFC 


Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 


Ne, ee 
(A f the fon could] envy) n 
Deny'd his wonted ſuccoyr, nor with more 
r ORE 
; faireſt lilies, not fo fair. 
n 
Wo duel in ld, and lead een ka. 
. 


: And drink the fon ; which gives your-chaks to glow, 


And 
= out-bluſh (mine excepted) ev ry fair; 
3 ambitious: of her hand, | 
RN NEED 
ber bt fo pure! Ye lovely fugitives! 
race with.man! for man you ſmile ; 


" Why not ſmile at him 
| too? you ſhare indecd: - 
His ſudden paſs; but not his conſtant pain. 


80 man is made, nought miniſters delight, 
N 
- Ap ny gs paſſions, beat on aught below, 
_ or late, with anguiſh turn the ſcale 2 
4 ho — 
| who tempts the wrath divio s 
| X 2. NY _ 
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Ry pluck ing fruit deny'd/to mortal taflle, 
While here, preſuming on the rights of heaven ! 
For tranſport doſt thou call on eviry hour, 
| Lorenzo? At thy friend's expence be wiſe, | 
Lean not on earth, "twill-picree thee to the heart, 
| A broker recd, at beſt: but, oft, a ſpear: 
On its ſharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. | 
Turn, hopeleſs thought, turn from her:— thought 
Reſenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry woe, {repell'0 
* Snatch'd cre thy prime, and in thy bridal hour, | 
And. when. kind fortune, with thy lover ſmil's, 
And when high-flavour'd thy freſb-op'ning joys, | 
And when blind man proneunc'd thy blis complete, 
And on a foreign: ſhore, where ſtrangers, wept : | 
Strangers to thee, and, more farprifing till, *" 
Strangers to kindneſs, wept: their eyes let fall 
From marble hearts, chbdurate teaderneſs, 
A tenderneſt that call'd them more ſevere, 
In ſpite of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, ficel's,, 
While nature melted, foperſtiticn rav'd, © 
That mourn'd the dead, and this deny d 2 grave: 
| Their fighs inrens d, fizhs forcign to the will: 
Their will the tyger fack'd, cutrag'd the Rom. | 4 
For, oh, the curſt ungodlineſs of cal, 
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| While ſinful Bed relented, ſpirit ner 7 
In blind iafallibility's embrace, oY 
The fainted ſpirit petrify'd the breaft, A 
| Deny'd the charity of duſt, w fd : 
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O'er daſt! a charity their dogs enjoy. 
What could I do? what ſuccour ? what refouree ?. 


| With gious facrilege, a grave | ſiole z 


With ,impious piety, that grave | wrong'd ;- 
Short in my duty ; coward in my grief! 

More like her murderer, than friend, I crept; . 
With foft ſuſpended ſtep; and muffled deep 


In midnight darkneſs, whiſper'd my laſt ſigh. 


I whiſper'd what ſhould echo thro' their realms ; 


Nor writ her name, whoſe tomb ſhould pierce the ſkies, . 


Preſumptuous fear! how durſt I dread her focs, . 


While nature's loudeſt dictates I obey d: 


Pardon neceſſity, bleſt ſhade! of grief 
And indignation rival burſts I pour'd;. 
Half-execration mingled with my prayer: 
Kindled at man, while I his -Gop: ador'd; 
Sore-grudg'd the ſavage land her facred duſt :: 
Stampt the curſt ſoil ; and with humanity . 
(Deny'd Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 
Glows my reſentment into guilt! what _ 
Can equal violations of the dead? | 
The dead how ſacred ! ſacred is the- duſt 
Of this heav'n-labour'd form; erect, divine! 


| This heav'n aſſum ' d majeſtic robe of earth, 


He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe. 
With azore bright, and cloath'd the ſun in gold.. - 
When -ev'ry paſſion fleeps that can offend ; 

When ſtrikes us ev'ry motive that can melt : 
When man can wreak his rancour uncontroul d,, 


| That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill- will; 
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Then, ſpl-en to duſt ? the duſt of innocent)? 
An zngel's duft !— This Locifer tranſcends; © 
When he contended for the patriarch's bones, 
* - "Twas not the rise of -malice, but of prides 
The ſtrife of poatiff pride, not pontiff galt. 
Far'lefs than this is Hocking in a race =o 
Moſt wretched, but from ſtreams of mutual lore; + | 
And unereatedl, but for love divine; 
By fate reforb'd, and funk in endlefs night. —+ 
Man'hard-of heart to man! of horrid things :. 
Moſt horri&! *mitift ſtupendous, highly ſtraoge? + 
Yet oft his courteſies are fmoother wrongs; 
Pride brandiſhes the favours ana | 
2 
ease 
7 ðͤ -— oat | 
Man is to man” the foreſt, fareſt it *A 
A previous blaſt foretells the riſing florm 3- 
O'erwhelming'turrets'threaten — -- >: 
Volcano's bellow ere they diſembogue z -0& 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws deroarg * 
And ſmoke betrays the' widc-conſuming' fire: 
Ruin from man, is moſt conceal'd when near, 
And ſends the dreadfal ridings in the blow. 
Is this che flight of fancy ? would it were! | 
| Heav'n's 800 reigu faves all beings but himſelf, -- 
That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 1 
Fir d is the mbſe ? aud let the muſe be A: 
Wbo not inflan'd, uhen what he ſpeaks; be forks,” 
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Add 5a the nerve moſt tender, in his friends? 

* | Shame 40 mankind! Philander had his foes 3. 

+ | He felt the truths I ing, and fin him... - 

But he, nor I, feel more; paſt ills, Nareiſſa l 

+ | - A:c ſunk in thee thou recent wound of heact! 

F Mic Shade with other N with other pangs z 
O'er thy diftioguidh'd fate, and, chuſring thers 
Thick as the locuſt on the land of Nile, 

+ | Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave.” 

* | Refle@ (if not forgot my touching tale) 

nos was cach-cirecumſtance. with aſpics arm'd ? 

An aſpic, each; and all, an Hydra-woe. 

or is it virtue to be conquer'd, here? 

This hoary eheck a train of tears bedews ; 
And each tear monrns its own diſtin diſtreſs; 
x1 | And each diſtreſt, diſtintly mours'd, demands 
3 4 Ofgrief ſtill- more, as heighten'd by the whole, 

: 4 grief like this-proprietors excludes: — _- 

1 Not friends alone ſuch obſequies deplore; | 

; They make mankind the mourner; carry fighs- 

7 Far as the fatal fame can wing her way, = 


an 


-7 þ Down their right channel, theo“ the vale of death: | 

The vale of death! that huſh's Cimmerian vale, 
# } Where darkneſs, brooding o'er unfiniſh's fates, 
wich men wing incumbent, waits the day | 
'? | (Dread-day!) that interdicts all future change? 
* That-Gabtcarancen world, that lang of ruin! 
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way he eee i . 
There let my thought expatiate; and explore 
Balſamic truths, and healing ſentiments, 
Of all moſt wanted,'and moſt welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzo's ſake, and for thy own, 
My ſoul! The fruits of dying friends ſurvey ; 
©Expoſe the vain of life; weigh life and death: 
© Give death his culogy; thy fear ſubdue; 
© And labour that firſt palm of noble minds, 
_ © A.maaly ſcorn of terror from the tomb. 
This barveſt reap from thy Narciſſa's grave. 
As poets feign'd from Ajax' ſtreaming blood 
Aroſe, with grief inſerib'd, a mournful flow'r; 
Let wiſdom bloſſom from my mortal wound. 
And, firſt, of dying friends; what fruit from theſe? 
It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 12 
To chaſe our thoughtleſſneſs, fear, pride, and guilt... ; 
_ Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 
To damp our, brainlefs ardors ; and abate . _.. 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wiſe, -- 
| Our dying friends are pioneers, to ſmootbe 
Our rugged paſs to death; to break thoſe bars 
| Of terror and abhorrance, nature throws N 
Croſs our abſtructed way ; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, as fafe, our port from ev'ry ſtorm. 
Each friend by fate ſuateh'd from us, is a plume 
Pluck d from the wing of human vanity, _ 
Which makes us ſtoop from our aerial height, 
And,'damp'd with omen of our own - C 
. = 
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- Juſt im earth's ſarface, ere we break it up, 
Oer puurid earth to ſorstch a little duſt, | 
And ſave the world a.nuifance. Smitten friends 
Are angels ſent on errands. full of love; 
For uv they languiſh, and for us they die: 4 
And Hall they langoiſh, tall they dic, in vaia? 
Vngratefal, ſhall ze grieve their hovering ſhades. 
Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? 
Shall we diſdain their Slenk, ſoft addreſsg 
Their poſthumous advice, and pious pr,; 
Scnſcleſs, as herds that graze their halle d graves,, 
Lorano l ab; the thought of death indulge. © 
! 1 | Give it its wholeſome empire; fot it reign, 
That kind chaſtifer of thy foul in jay !: 
i} Its frign- will ſpecad: thy glovioas conqueſts fans. 
a} And f the tumalts of thy ruffled breatt: 
2 
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Auſpicious acra, golden days, begin, 
The thoughy of death, hall, like a god; inſpire: 
And why not thiak on. death.? is life the theme. 
Of ev'ry thooght ? and wilh of ev*'ty beur? 
- | The besten ſphaicl's foniineſs ant fa Franga. 
To wave the numerens ills that ſeiae on lie 
4 } As their eve property, their lawdul prey z 
is luxuries bare left him no ceſerve, 
o maiden reliſhes, unhrosch'd delights, 
oed regetitiqns he ſabſiſts, 
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And in the taſteleſs preſent chews the paſt ; 

Diſguſted chews and ſcarce can ſwallow downs + 

Like Hiviſh anceſtors, bit carlier years 5 
| 7 


Have diſinherited his future hours, # 
Which ſlitee'en ante, wallelind hate emer 6k. f 


Lire ever here, Lorenzo !—Shecking thought! 


So ſhocking, they who wiſh, diſown it too ; 
 Difown from ſhame, what they from folly crave. 


Live ever in the womb, nor ſee the light? = 
For what lire eyer here? With lab'riog ſtep *- 
To tread our former footſteps ? · Pace the round .' 


Eternal ? To climb life's worn, heavy wheel, 


Which draws-up nothing new? To beat, and beat, 


The. beaten track ? To bid each wretched day = 
The former mock ? To ſurfcit on the ſame, « © 


And yawa our joys ? or thank a miſery- 1 
For dasge the fad ? To ee what we have ren Þ wH 
Hear, till unheard, the ſame old ſlabber d tale? + 


To taſte the taſted, and at each return: 


Leſs taſteful ? O'er our palates to decant 


Another vintage? Strain à Gatter year, 

Thro? load 1 (1 }'a 1 | ? | 
Crazy machines to grind carth*s-waſted fruits! 
| HNi-ground; and worſe concocted ! Load, not life! © 


* 4 * 
1 © * 
- 


The rational foul kennels of ene :?: 
Still ſtreaming thorough=fares of dull debauch !. 
Trembling each gulp, leſt death ſhould ſnatch the bowl 


| Such of our fine ones is the with refin'd} © 
So would they have it : elegant deſire ! . een bk 
— wh 


Far 
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Thro' want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 
(Tho' on bright thought they father all their flights). 
To what are they reduc'd ? to love, and hate, 
The ſame vain world; to cenſure, and eſpouſe, 


This painted ſhrew of life, who-calls them fool 


Zach moment of each day; to flatter bad 


| Thro' dread of worſe ; to cling to this rude rock, 


Barren, to them, of good and ſharp with ills, 

And hourly blacken'd with impending ſtorms, 

And infamous for wreck of human hope 

Secur d at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beweath. - 

Such are their triumphs! ſuch their pangs of joy! 
Tis time, high time, to ſhift this diſmal ſcene _ 

This hogg'd, this hideous ſtate, what art can cure? 


1 — en "rr 


Virtue —— She, wonder-working goddeſs! charms 
That rork to bloom ; and tames the-painted ſhrew.; 
And what will more furprize, Lorenzo! gives 


| To Bivs fc, cxnfrens hemeien, change 3 od 


And firaiten natore's circle to a line, 
-Bcliev'ſt thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an car, 


A patieot ear, thou'lt bluſh to diſdelicve. - 


A languid, leaden iteration reigns. 
And ever muſt, o'cr thoſe, whoſe joys are joys 


Oft Gght, ſmall; taſe: the cockow-ſeaſons. ſing 


The. ane dull note to ſuch as nothing prize, - 
But what thoſe ſeaſoos-from the teeming. earth, 
To doating ſenſe indulge, . Bat nobler minds, 
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Make their days varibus; various as the de 
On the Genn neck, which wamon- in his rave. 
On (minds of: dove-like innocence puſſeſt, 

On lighted'd minds, that 'bakk in virtuc's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, wothing old revolves 
In that; for which they-loag; for which thoy . 


Their glorious n wing'diwith-heavtnly hops, = 


Each. riſing. morning tes flill higher riſe; 
Zach bounteous dawn. its novelty. preſents 


Th — — for joy?- 
A truth ivis, few-deubt, but fewer traſt} 
He fins againftithis/life, — 


What is this life P. hewee their fu wertes know? = 


Fond in the Qurk; 1 
By paſfonstely ding Ne, . hs 
Lor'd life unlovely;:bagging-her to- death. 
We give td time <teroity's regard 5 , 
And, dreming, take-our-paibage :for:our ht. 
Life has no n s- an end, 'but:menns; | , 
An end,deplerable|s mene<divine!: - | 
| When 'tis up ald) Tienothfing 1 workeithuw usb 
A neſt of pains; -wiien\lickd-az:nothing, wacky 
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NfGHT THE THIRD. © 
Like ſome fair hum'riſts, life is moſt enjoy d, 
When courted leaſt ; moſt worth, when diſe ſteem d: 
Then *tis'the ſeat of comfort, rich in peace; 


; In proſpect richer far; important! awful! 


Not to be mention'd, but with ſhouts of praiſe ! 

Not to be thought on, bat with tides of joy! - 

The mighty baſis of eternal bliſs! 8 1 
Where now the barren rock! the paltted threw? | 


| Where now, Lorenzo! life's eternal round? 


Have I not made wy triple promiſe good? 


Vas is the world; but only to the vain. | * 


Whoſe worth ambiguous riſes, and declines ? 
Waxes; and 'wanes ? (in all propitious, night 
Aſiſts me here) tompare it to the moon; 
Dark in herſelf and indigent ; but rich 


| In borrot d luſtre from a higher ſphere. | 
| When groſs guilt intorpoſes, lab'ring earth, 
| O'erſhadow'd, mourns a deep eclipſe of joy; 


Her joys, at brighteſt, pallid to that font | 


- | Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 


Nor is that glory diſtant: Oh Lorenzo! 
A good man, and an angel! theſe between 
How thin the barrier ? what divides their fate ? | 
Perhaps a moment ; or, perhaps a yeur 
Or, if an age, it is a moment ſtill; 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. | 
Then be, what once they were, who now are gods; 


| & what Fhilander was, and claim the ſkies, 
r 


Vor. * 
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The ſoft tranſition call it ; and be cheat d: 

Such it is often, and wby not to thee? 

To hope the beſt is pious, brave, end wiſe, 

And may itſelf procure, what it preſumes. 
Lite is much flatter'd, death is much tradue'd; 

© Strange competition! r. Lerenzo, ftrange! | 

80 little life can caſt into the ſcale. ; 
Life makes the ſoul dependent on the duſt; 


Death gives der wings to mount ahove the ſpheres. 1 


Thro chinks, i'd organs, dim life peeps at light; 
Death hyrſts th inyolving clopd, and all is den; 
All eye, al} ear, the diſembody d power. 
Death has feign'd evils, nature ſhall not feel; 
Life, ills ſubſtantial, wiſdom cannqt ſhun. 
1s not the mighty mind, that ſon of heaven, _ 
By tyrant lift dethron d, impriſep'd, pain'd : 
By death c d. eappbled, geify'd ? 
Death bat qatomhs the body; life the fqul. _ 
* Is death then guiltlefs ? How be marks his way. 


- 
4 


Wich dregdfpl waſte of what, deſerves to ſhine: - 
Art, geping, fortune, clerated power; 

« With ten lures, theks ight vp the world, 
.Fr | 
1 grant, Loxcnzg, this, indifment juſt: 
The ſage, peer, pojentate, king, nauer, 
Death bumbles theſe; more herh tons life, the mai, 


- Life-ig, the triumph, of, gur movlg'ripg, clays 1 


Death, of the ſpicit, infinite, divine, 
Death has no dread, but hat. frail life in pati 
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And more then abgels Mare, 1 
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Nor life true joy, but what kind death improves. 


No bliſs has iife to boaſt, till death can give 
Far greater; life's a debtor to the grave, 


| Dark lattice! letting in eternal day. 


| Lorenzo! bluſh at fondneſs for a life, 

To cater for the ſenſe ; and ſerve at boards; 
Where er'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 

Fach reptile, juſtly claims our upper band. = 
Luxurious feaſt! a foul, a foul immortal. 
Ia all the dalnties of a brute bemir'd! . 
Lvienzo! bluſh at terror for u death . 
Which gives thee to repoſt in feſtive bowers;. 
Where nectars ſparkle, angels miniſter, 


. 


And etervize the birth, bloom, of bliſs. 


Whit need 1 more? 0 death, the pili is think; 


| haebiigeryy 
| Age, and Uifeaſt; AAL, the t ny get; 


That plucki iy acrVes, theft teridet iritgs of Bf; 
Which, Plwekt à litrle more, Will wolf de bath, | 

That calls hy feir fred to rity fut: 

Where feeble nature dibps, Perhapg x tins; » 


Wu reafbi and refigide, Netter kühe; 


Congratulate the dead, ind *cfowe Hk tome 
With wrenth triumphant. Besth h views i 


| Tt binds in chains the raghig inn bf Ke; 


Luſt ind ambition; krath auch ivarice, 
Dragz'd it his chariot-whert, dpplaiit his ung 


Thit ills coitolive; cares iniportuttats, 


F.'2- 


„ THE COMPLAINT:-- 


Are not immortal too, O death! is thine. 9 


Our day of diſſolution! —name it rights 

*Tis our great pay-day ; tis our harveſt, rich 

And ripe : what tho' the ſickle, ſometimes ny 

Juſt ſcars us as we reap the golden grain? 

Mote than thy balm, O Gilead! heals tis avon 

Birth's feeble cry, and death's deep diſmal groan, - 

Are ſlender tributes low-taxt nature pays 

For mighty gain: the gain of each, a life! 

But Ol the laſt the former ſo tranſcends, 

Life dies, compar'd; life lives beyond the grave. 
And feel I, death! no joy from thought of thee. ? 

Death, the great counſellor, who man inſpires 

With ev'ry nobler thought, and fairer deed! 

Death, the deliv*'rer, who reſcucs man! | 

Death, the rewarder, who the reſcu d crowns ! 

Death, that abſolves my birth; a curſe without it] 

Rich death, that realizes all my cares, 

Toils, virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera! 

Death, of all pain the period, not of joy ;. 

Joy's ſource and ſubject, till ſubſiſt uohurt ; 

One, in my foul; and one, in her great fire; 

Tho' the four winds were warring for my duſt. 

Yes, and from winds, and waves, and central night, 

Tho" priſon'd there, my duſt too I reclaim, 


(tro duſt when . 


And live entire. Death is the crown of life; 


Were death deny'd, poor man would live in vain; | 


Were death deny d, to live would not be life; 
Were death deny'd, ev'n fools would wiſh to die. 


- 
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| Death wounds to cure: we fall; we riſe; we reign; ; 


Spring from our fctters; faſten in the ſkies; . 
Where blooming Eden withers in our fight: 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loft. 
This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
When ſhall I die to vanity, pain, death ? 


When ſhall i dic ?— When ſhall 1 Ne for ever? 
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\ Mocn indebted Muſe, O Yorke ! intrudes.. 
Amid the ſmiles of fortune, and of youth, 

Thine ear is patient of a ſerious ſong 5 
How deep implanted in the breaſt of man 
The dread of death? 1 ſing its fov'reign eure. 

Why ſtart at death? where is he? death arriv'd; 
Is paſt; not come, or gone, he's never here. 
Ere hope, ſenſation fails; black boding man 
Receives, not ſuffers, death's tremendous blow: 
The knell, the ſhroud, the mattock and the grave; 
The deep damp vault, the darkneſs and the worm; 
Theſe are. the bugbears of a wiater's eve, 
The terrors of the. living not the dead. 


Imagination's fool, and error's wretch, 


Man makes a death, a eats 


Then on the point of his own fancy falls; 


And feels a thouſand deaths in fearing one. | 
But were death frightful, what bas age to fear? 


I prudent; age ſhould meet the friendly foe, 
And ſhelter in his hoſpitable gloom. | 


I ſcarce can meet à monument, but holds 
My younger ; every date cries—* Come away.” 
And what recalls me ? look the world around, 


79 THE cou PLATIN T: 

Aad tell me what: the wiſeſt cannot tell. 

Sdbould any born of woman give his thought. 

Full range, on juſt diſlike's unbounded field ;. 

Of things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws; 

Flaws in the beſt; the many, flaw all oer; 

As leopards, ſpotted, or as Ethiops, dark; 

Vivacious ill; good dying immature; 

(How immature Narciſ's marble tells) 

And et its death bequeathing endleſs pain; 

His heart, tho' bold would ficken at the ſight; 

And ſpend itſelf in ſighs, for future ſcenes. | 

But grant to life, (and juſt it is to grant 25 

Fo lucky liſe) ſome peryuilſites of joy; | 

A time there is, when like a thrice told - talk, . | 

Long rifled life of ſweet can yield no more, 

But from our comment on the comedy, 

Pleafing reflections on parts well ſuſtain d, 

Or purpos d emendatious where we fail d, 

Or hopes of plaudits from our candid judge, 

Toſs fortune back her tinſel and her plume, 

And drop this maſk of fleſti behind the ſcene, 
With me, that time is come; my world is dead; 

A new world riſes, and new tuanners reign : 

Foreign coinedians, = ſpruce band ! arrive, — 

To puſh me from the ſcene, of hifs me there. 

What a pert race ſtarts op! the ſtrangers gaze, | 

And I at them j my neighbour is tinknownz; | 1} 

Nor that the worſt: ah me! the dire fe | . -» 
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ot old fo gracious (and let that ſolfice) - 


My very maſter kgows me not. 

Shall 1 dare fay, petuliar is the fate; 
I've been fo long remember d, I'm furgot, 
An objgſt ever prefiing dims the fight, 

And hides behind its ardor to be ſeen. 
When in biz courtiers ears I pour my plaint, 
They drink it as the nectar of the great; 


And ſqueeze my hand, and beg me come to mortem; 


Refuſal! canſt thou wear a ſmqother form. ? 
ladulge me, nor conccive | drop my theme : 
Who cheapens life, abptes the fear of death: 
Twice-told the period peat op ſtubbora Trey, 
Court favour, yet untaken, I belicge; 
Ambition's ill-judg'd effert to be rich. 
Alas! ambition makes my little, les; 
bitt ting the paſſeſs'd : why, wier more ? 
Wiſhing, of all, emplyymepts, is tbe worſt; 


 Philoſopby's reverſe! and beakth's decay! 


Were | 85 plump as all d theology, ; 
Wiſhing would waſte me to this ſhade again. 
Were I as wealthy. 25 a fouth-fca dream, 
Wikthing is an expedient to be pr. 
Wiſhing that conſtaat hedtic of a fool.; 


| Caught at a court,; purg'd off by Der 


And ſimpler diet; gifts of rural life! | 
Dleſt be that hand divine which gently laid | 
My beart at reſt beneath this humble ſbed. | 


eee dend bark, op dung w ds, 
Wich picaſure ſcen, byt boarded at our peril: 
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I hear the tumult of the diſtant throng; 

As that of ſeas remote, or dying ſtorms; 

And meditate on ſcenes, more ſilent ill ; 

- Purſue my theme, and fight the fear of death. 
Here. like a ſhepherd gazing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his ſtaff, 
Eager ambition's fiery chace I ſee; 

Tee the circling bunt of noiſy men, 

Burſt law's incloſure, leap the mounds of right, 
Purſuing and purſu'd, cath other's' prey; 

As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles; 
Till death, that mighty hunter, carths them all. 
Why all this toil' for-triamphs of an hour? 


What though we wade in wealth, or foar in fame! 


Farth's higheſt Nation ends in, Here he lies :* 
And duſt to duſt” concludes her nobleſt ſong. 
I this ſong lives, poſterity ſhall know 

One, though'in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 


Who thought ev'n gold might come a day too late; 


Nor on his ſubtle death- bed plann d his ſcheme 

For future vacancies in church. or ſtate ; 

Some avocation deeming it—to die; 

Unbit by rage canine of dying wich; 

Guilt's blunder ! and the loudeſt laugh of hell. 
O my coevals ! remnants of yourſelves! 

Poor Human ruins, tott'ring o'er the grave! 

Shall we, ſhall aged men, like aged trees, 

strike deeper their vile root, and cloſer cling, - 

Still more cnamour'd of this wretched foil? -- 
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EX And miſs ſuch numbers, numbers too of ſuch, 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 
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Shall our pale, wither d hands, be till ſtretch'd out, 


Trembling, at once, with eagerneſs and age? 


Wich av'rice, and convulions, graſpiog hard ? 


Graſping at air, for what has earth beſide ?. 
Man wants but little; nor that little, long x 
How ſoon muſt he reſign his very duſt, 


Which frugal nature lent him for an hour! 
| Years unexperienc'd ruſh ou num'rous ills ; 


And foon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 
When in this vale of years I backward. look, 


And ſtricter on their guard, and fitter far 
To play life's ſubtle game, I fearce beliere 


I Rl ſurvive: and am I fond of life, |, 


Who farce. can think it poſſible I live ? 
Alive by miracle | or, what is next, 


Alive by Mead! if I am till alive, 
Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 


Firmneſs of nerve, and energy of thought. 
Life's lee is not more ſhallow, than impure, 
And vapid; ſenſe and reaſon ſhew the door, 


Call for my bier, and point me to the duſt. 


O thou great arbiter of life and death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial fun; 
Whoſe all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 


From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where I 


The worms inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
. 
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To drink the ſpirit of the golden day, 
And triumph in exiſtence; and couldſt know 
No motive, but my bliſs; and haſt ordain d 
A riſe in bleſſing! with the patriarch's joy, 
Thy call 1 follow to the land unknown; 
I truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt ; 
Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs: 
All weight in this let me live to thee! 
Thongh nature's terrors thus, may be repreſt ; 
Still frowns grim death; guilt points the tyrant's ſpear. 
And whence all human guilt ? from death forgot. 
Ah me! too long I ſet at nought the ſwarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew ; 
Aud ſmil'd, unſmitten : ſmall my cavſe to ſmile ! 
Death's admonitions, like ſhafts upwards ſhot, 
© More dreadful by delay; the longer ere 
They ſtrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound. 
O think how deep, Lorenzo! here it tings 
Who can appeaſe its anguiſh ? how it burns! 
What hand the bard'd, envenom' d, thought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace, 
And turn my ſight undaunted on the tomb ? 
With joy,—with grief, that healing hand 1 ſee ; 
Ah! too conſpicuous! it is fix d on high. 


On high — hat means my phrenzy ? I blaſpheme; © 


Alas! how low? how far beneath the ſkies ? | 
The ſkies it form'd ; and now it bleeds for me— 
But bleeds the balm 1 want—yet till it bleeds. 


Diao the dire ſteel—Ab no !—the dreadful bleffing © 


What heart or can ſuſtain, ot dares forego ? 
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There hangs all human hope; that nail ſupports | 


I he falling univerſe : that gone, we drops 


Horror receives us, and the diſmal wiſh 


Creation had been ſmother'd in her birth oo—— | 


Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the duſt; 
When ſtars and ſun are duſt beneath his throne 1 
Intheav'n itſelf can ſuch indulgence dwell ? 

O what a groan was there! a groan not his. 


| He ſciz'd our dreadfol right; the load ſuſtain'd; 


And heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. | 
A thouſand worlds, ſo bought, were bought too dear. 
Senſations new in angels boſoms riſe; | 

Suſpend their ſong ; and make a pauſe in bliſs, 

O for their ſong to reach my lofty theme! - 
Inſpire me, Night! with all thy tuneful ſpheres; 
Whilt I with ſeraphs ſhare ſeraphic themes, 

And ſhew to men the dignity of man; 

Leſt I blaſpheme my ſubject with my ſong. 

Shall Pagan pages glow celeſtial flame, 

And Chriſtian languiſh ? on our hearts, not heads, 
Falls the foul infamy : My heart! awake. | 


What can.awake thee; unawak'd. by this, 
© Expended Deity on human weal ?* 


Feel the great truths, which burt the tenfold night. 
Of heathen error, with. a golden flood 


ol endleſs day: to feel, is to be fi d g 
And to believe, Lorenzo! is to feel. 


Thou muſt indulgent, moſt tremendous power! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wond'rous love! | 
That arms, with awe more aweful, ** 
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And foul tranſgreffion dips in ſer*ofold night, 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenſe ! 

In love immenſe, inviolably juſt! 

Thou, rather than thy juſtice ſhould be Ntain'd, 
Didſt ſtain the croſs, and; work of wonders far 
The greateſt, that thy deareſt far might blecd. | 
Bold thought ! ſhall I dare ſpeak it, or repreſs ? 
Should man more execrate, or boaſt the guilt - 
Which rous'd ſuch vengeance? which ſuch love inflam'd? 


Oer guilt (how mountainous') with out-ſtretch'd arms, | 


Supporting, in full majeſty, thy throne, 
When ſeem'd its majeſty to need ſupport, 

Or that, or man, inevitably loſt. 
What, but the fathomlefs of thought divine, 
Could labour ſuch expedient from deſpair, 
And reſcue both! both reſcue! both cxals! 
O how are both exalted by the deed! 
The wond'rous deed ! or ſhall 1: call it more? 
A wonder in omnipotence itſelf! 
A myſtery, no leſs to gods than men! 

Not, thus, our infidels th' eternal draw, 
A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, 
| Full-ord'd, in his whole round of rays complete: 
They ſet at odds heav'n's jarring attributes; 
And with one excellence, another wound; 
Maim heav'n's perſection, break its equal beams, | 
Bid merey triumph over —God himſelf, | 
Vndeify'd by their opprobriods praiſe ; 
A: God all mercy, is x God unjuſt. 
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Sun! didft thou fly thy Maker's pain? or ſtart. 


The mind till higher; nor ever glance on man 
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Ye brainleſs wits ! ye baptiz'd infidels!_ 


Te worſe for mending! waſh'd to fouler ſtains! 


The ranſom was paid down; the fund of hen 
Heav'n's incxhauſtible exhauſted fund, | 
Amazing, and amaz d, deer d forth the price,. © 
All price beyond: though curious to compute, . . 
Archangels fail'd to caſt the mighty ſum 2. 
Its value vaſt ungraſpt by minds create, 


* 


Por ever hides, and glows, in the ſupreme. 


And was the ranſom paid? it was: and paid 


| (What can exalt the bounty more ?) for you. 


The ſun beheld it no, the ſhocking ſcene. 


| Drove back his chariot,: midnight veil'd his face 3 


Not ſuch as this; not ſuch as nature makes; 
A midnight, nature ſhydder'd to behold ; 

A midnight new! a dread eclipſe (without 
Oppoſing ſpheres) from her Creator's frown l 


At that enormous load of human guilt, 

Which bow'd his bleſſed head, o'erwhelm'd his croſt;. 

Made groan the centre; burſt earth's marble womb, . 

With pangs, ſtrange pangs! deliver'd of her dead ?. 

Hell howl'd ; and -beav'n that hour let fall a tear; 

Heav'n: wept, that men might . hear n bled, that 

Might never die. |  [man- 
And is devotion virtue? tis — | 

What heart of ſtone, but glows at thoughts like theſ-? / 

Such contemplations mount us; and ſhould mount 


Varaptur' d, uninflam 'd,—Where roll my — 
G I. 
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To rf from wonders? eher wonder ike; 

And firike where-e'cr they roll: my foul is caught: 
Heav*n's for'reign bleſſings, chuit'ring from the croſs, 
Ruſh on her, in a throng, and clofe her round, 
The pris ner of amaze In his bleſt life, | 
1 ſee the path, and, in his death, the price, 

And in his great aſcent, the proof fupreme 

Ot immortality—— And did he riſe? 

Hear, O ye nations! hear it, O ye dead! 

He roſe! he coſe! he burſt the bars of death. 

itt up your heads, ye everlaſting gates! 

And give the King of glory to come in: 

Who is the King of glory? He who left 

His throne of glory, for the pang of death: 

Lift vp your heads, ye everlaſting gates! 

And give the King of glory to come in. 

Who is the King of glory ?' He who few | 

The rav nous foe, that gorg'd all human rice! 
The King of glory, He, whoſe glory fill'd 

| Heav'n with amazement at his love to tan; | 
And with divine complacency beheld | , 
Pow'rs moſt ilfadiin'd; wilder'd in the theme. 

| The theme, the Joy, how then ſhall man ſuffain ? 
oh the burlf gates! cruſh'd fling! demoliſh d throne! 
Lalt gaſp of ranquiſh'd death. Shout earth and headen 


This ſum of good to man. Whoſe nature, then, 
Took wing, ind eanted with him from the tomb! | 


Then, then, 1 roſe; then krſt humanity 
Triumphant paſt the cryſtal ports of light, 
(Stupenduous peſt!) and ſciz'l cena youth ; - 
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Seiz'd in our name. R'er ſince, 'tis blaſphemons 
To'call man mortal. Man's mortality _ 
Was, then, transferr'd to death; ; and bew duration 
Vaalicnably ſeal'd to this frail frame, * 
This child of duſt.— Man, all immortal! hail; 
Hail, heav'n ! all-lavifh of ſtrange gifts to mak ! 
Thine all the glory :' man's the boundleſs bliſs. 
Where am [I rapt by this triumphant theme, 

On Chriſtian joy'i 'exulting wing, above ; 
Th'Aonian mount Alas, ſmall cauſe for joy! , 
What if to pain immortal ? If extent 
Of being, to preclude a cloſe of woe! 
Where, then, my boaſt of immortality? 
l boaſt it ſtill, though cover'd oer with guilt: 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pout dz. 

_ 'Tis-guilt alone can joſtify his death; 
Nor that, unleſs his death can juſtify 
Relenting zuilt in Heav'n's indulgent fight, 
If, ſick of folly, 1 relent; he writes 
My name in beav's, with that inveried-foear | 
(A ſptar deep dipt in blood!) which pierc'd his fide, 
And open'd there a font 'for alt mankind, | 
Who ſtrive; who combat crimes, to drink, and live: 
This, only this, ſubdues the fear of death. 

And what is this ?—Survey the wond'rous cure: 
And at each ſtep, let higher wonder rife! 
Pardon for infitite offence ! and pardon 

© Through meat, that ſpeak its value infinite ! 
A pardon bought with blood! with blood divine!” 
' With bios met er la, t made mf % : 
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Perſiſt ed to provoke! though -woo'd, and aw'd, e 


«© Bleſt, and chaſtis'd, a flagrant rebel till! 

© A rebel midſt the thunders of his thronel 

©: Nor | alone, a rebel univerſe ! 

« My ſpecies up in arms! not one exempt! 

© Yet for the fouleſt of the foul, he dies. 

© Moſt joy'd, for the redeem'd from deepeſt guilt? 

© As if our race were held of bigheſl rank ; 

© And Godhead dearer, as more.kind to man !* 
' Bound; every heart; and every boſom, dural 

. | 

Its tow'ring enk loſt beyond the thought 

Of man or angel ! Oh that I could climb 

The wonderful aſcent, with equal praiſe ! 


Praiſe! flow for ever, (if aſtoniſhment. 


Will give thee leave) my praiſe! for ever flow;. 
Praiſe ardent; cordial, conſtant, to high Heav'n 


More fragrant, than Arabia facrific'd; 


And all her ſpicy mountains in a flaſhe. 


So dear, fo due to Heav'n, ſhall praiſe deſcend, 


With her ſoft plume, (from plauſive angels wing 
' Firſt pluck d by man) to tickle mortal cars, 
Thus diving .in the pockets of the treat? 

Is praiſe the perquiſite of ev'ry paw, 


Though black as hell, that . 


Oh love of gold, thou meaneſt of amours; 
Shall praiſe her odours waſte on virtue's deed, 


Embalm the baſe, perfume the ſtench of guilt, . 7 


- * 


— 
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Remoting filth, or finking. it. from fight, 
A ſcavenger in ſcenes, where vacant poſts, 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, expect h 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones, 
Return, apoſtate praiſe ? thou vagabond! N 
Thou proſtitute ! to-thy firſt love return, 
Thy fiſt, thy greateſt, once unrival'd theme. 
There flow redundant; like Meander flow, 
Back. to thy. fountain; to-that Parent: Power, 
Who tires the tongue to ſound, the thought to ſoar,. 
The as hp bh. OY Ae 
| D cdewi 
' Of guilt to guilt 3 and turm their. backs-on: thee, 
. Great Sire! whom thrones ocleſtial ceaſcleſs ſing : 
To proſtrate angels, an amazing ſcene ! „ 
O the preſumption of man's awe for man. 
Man's Author! End! Reſtorer! Law ! and Judge! 
Thine all; day thine, and thine this gloom of night, 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds! 
What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 
What, heav/n's meridian: glory, but thy ſmile ? 
And ſhall not praiſe be thine! not human pmiſe? 
While heav'n's high hoſt on hallelujahs live ? 
O may I breathe no lontzer, than t breathe 
My foul in praiſe to bim, who gave my ſoul; 
And all her infinite of · pruſpect fair, 
Cut thro' the ſhades of hell, pn ect by 
| n unador'd ! | 
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Where-e'er I torn, what claim on all applauſe! | 

How is night's ſable mantle labour'd o'er, 2 

How richly wrought with attributes divine ! N 

What wiſdom ſhines! what love! this midnight pomp, 

This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid! 

Built with divine ambition ! nought to theo; 

For others this profuſion : thou, apart, 

Above, beyond! Oh tell me, mighty Mind! 

Where art thou? ſhall I dive into the deep? © 

Call to the ſun, or aſk the roaring winds, 

For their Cteator? ſhall I queſtion loud ge 

The thunder, if in that th' Almighty dwells ? 

Or holds ut furious ſtorms in ſtraiten'd reins, 

And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car? 

Wat mean theſe queſtions ?—trembling I fete 
My proſtrate ſoul adores the preſent God: 

Praiſe I. a Wiſtant Deity ? he tones | 

My voice, (if tun d.) the nerve, that writes, fuſtaines 

Wrapp'd in his being, I reſound his praiſe :. 

But though paſt all Jiffus'd,. without a ſhore, 

His eſſence; local is his throne (as meet) 

To gather tho diſperſt (as ſtandards call, 

The liſted from afar;) to fix a point, 

A central point, collectise to his ſons, 

Since finite ev'ry nature, but his own, 25 
The nameleſs he, whoſe nod is nature's birth; 

And nature's ſhield the ſhadow of his handz 

Her. diſſolution, his ſuſpended ſmile! . 

The great Firſt Laſt! pavilion'd high he fits. 

In darkneſi from exceſlive. ſplendor, born, 


>. 
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By gods unſcen, unleſs through luſtre loſt. 
His glory, to created glory, bright, 


| As that to central horrors; he looks down 


On- all that ſoars, and ſpans immenſity. | 
Tho” night unnumber d worlds unfolds to v 


| Boundleſs creation ! what art thou? a beam, 


A mere eflluvium of his majeſty: 

And ſhall an atom of this atom-world 
Matter, in duſt and fin, the theme of heaven? 
Down to the centre ſhould I ſend my thought 
Throꝰ beds of glittering ore, and glowing gems, 
Their beggar'd blaze wants luſtre for my lay ; 
Goes out in darkneſs : if, on tow'ring wing, 

I ſend it thro the boundleſs vault of ſtars; | 
(The ſtars, tho rich, what droſs their gold to thee, 


| Great, good, wiſe, wonderful, eternal King!) 


If to thoſe conſcious ſtars thy throne around, 
Praiſe ever pouring, and imbibing bliſs ; : 
And aſk their ſtrain; they want it, more they want, 
Poor their abundance, humble their ſublime, ; 
Languid their energy, their ardor cold, 
Indebted ſtill, their higheſt rapture burns ; 


| Short of its mark, defective, tho* divine. 


still more this theme is man's, and man's alone; 
Their vaſt appointments reach it not: they ſee 
On earth a bounty not indulg'd on high; 
And downward look for heav'n's ſuperior praiſe! 
Firſt-born of ether, high in fields of light, 
View man, to ſre the glory of your Gd; 
Could angels envy, they · had envy'd. here; 
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And ſome did envy; and the reſt, though gods, 
Yet till gods unredeem'd (there triumphs man, 
Tempted to: weigh the duſt againſt the ſkies) 


| They ks end nl bene hb sen adern, my. theme,” 


They. fung creation (for. in that they ſhar'd;) 

How roſe in melody, the child of love! 

'Creation's great ſuperior, man! is thine 
Thine is redemption; they juſt gave the key: 
"Tis thine to raiſe, and eternize, the ſong ; 

Though human, yet divine ; for ſhould not this 
Raiſe man o'er man, and kindle ſeraphs here? 
 Redemptiva! "twas creation more ſublime; 
Redemption! twas the labour of the ſkies ; 

Far more than lbour—it was death in heav*n. 

A truth fo ſtrange! 'twere bald to think it tre; 
If not fan older till, to diſbeliere. 

a Here pouſe, and-ponder: was chene deach in heaven} 
What then on earth? on earth, which ſtruck the blow? 
Who ſtruck it? Who ?——O how is man cnlarg'd, 
Seen through this medium! how the pigmy tow'rs! 
How counterpois d his origin from duſt! * 
How counterpois d, to duſt his fad return 

How voided-his vaſt diſtance from the ſkies ? 

Hpw near he preſſes on the ſeraph's wing! 

Which is the ſeraph ? which the born of clay? 
How this demoufirates, through the thickeſt cloud - 
Of guilt, and clay condens'd, the fon of heaven! 
The double fon; the made, and the re-made! 
And ſhall heaven's double property be loſt? 


Man's double madac$ only can deſtroy. 
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To man the bleeding croſs has promis d all; 


The bleeding croſs has ſworn eternal grace ; 
Who gave his life, what grace ſhall he deny ? 
O ye! who, from this rock of ages, leap, 
Diſdainfal, plunging headlong in the deep ! 


What cordial joy, what conſolation flrong, 


Whatever winds ariſe, or billows roll, 


Our int'reſt in the maſter of the ſtorm ? 


Cling there, and in wreck'd nature's ruins ſinile ; | 


While vile apoſtates tremble in a calm. 


By 


Man! know thyſelf. All wiſdom centres there 


To none man ſeems ignoble, but to man; 
Angels that grandeur, men o erlook, admire: 
How long ſhall human nature be their book, 


Degen rate mortal! and unread by thee ? 


The beam dim reaſon ſheds ſhews wonders there; 
What high contents! illuſtrious faculties! 
But the grand comment, which diſplays at full 


Our human height, ſcarce ſever d from divine, 


By heav'n compos'd, was publiſh'd on the croſs. 
Who looks on that, and ſees not in himſelf = 

An awful ſtranger, a terreſtrial god ? 

A glorious partner with the Deity 


lu that high attribute, immortal life ? 


If a god bleeds, he blecds not for a worm 
I gaze, and, as [| gaze, my mounting foul 


Catches ſtrange fire, eternity l at thee; 


And drops the world—or rather, more enjoys: 
How chang'd the face of nature! how improv'd ! 


What ſeem'd a chaos, ſhines a glorious world, 
Vou 1. 5 6 


— 
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Or, what a world, an Eden; heighten'd all! 
It is another ſcene! another ſelf! 4 
And ſtill another, as time rolls along; 
And that a ſelf far more illuſtrious Qill. 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up ih ſhades 
Unpierc'd by bold conjecture's keeneſt ray, 
What evolutions of ſurpriſing fate | 
How nature opens, and receives my ſoul * 
In boundlcſs walks of raptur d thought! where go 
Encounter, and embrace me! what new births - * 
Of ſtrange adventure, foreign to the ſun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er exiſts, l 
Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot ! 7 
Is this extravagant? Of-man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be juſt: | 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him: 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father! kindled at one flame 4 
The world of rationals; one ſpirit pour * | 
From fpirit's awful fountain ; d himſelt ; 
Thro all their ſouls; but not in equal ſtream, 
' Profuſe or frugal, of th' inſpiring God, ah 
As his wiſe plan demanded; and when paſt 
Their various trials, in their various ſpheres,” 
Tf-they continue rational, as made, 
Reſo: hs them all into himſelf again; 
His throne their centre, and his ſmile their crown, 
Why. doubt we, then, the glorious truth to fa, 
Tho' yet unſung. as deem'd, perhaps, too 
ages 8 are men of a ſuperior kind; 
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Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 
Kigh o'er ccleſtial mountains wing'd in licht; 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 


| Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 


And ſlipp'ry ſtep, the bottom of the ſteep. 
Angels their failings, mortals have their praiſe 
While here of corps ethereal, ſuch enroll'd, 


a Aud ſummon d to the glorious ſtandard ſoon, 


Which flames eternal crimſon thro' the ſkies. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtleſs of their kin, 
Yet abſcat; but not abſent. from their love. 


Michael has fought our battles ; Raphacl ſang. 


Our triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown, 

Sent by the Sov'zz1GN : and are theſe, O man! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies ? and thou (ſhame burn 
The check ta, cinder !) rival to the brute? | 


- Religion's all. Deſcending from the ſkies 


To wretched man, the goddeſs in her left 


| Holds out this world, and, in her right, the next; 


Religion! the ſole voucher man is man; 
Supporter ſole of man above himſelf; 


%u in this night of frailty, change, and death, 


8he gives the ſoul a ſoul that. acts a god. 

Religion !] providence! an after-ſtate ; 

Here is ſirm footing, here is ſolid rock ; 

This can ſupport us; all is ſea beſides; 

F 

| His hand the -good man faſtens on the ſkies, 

And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl, 
As when « wretch, from thick, * 

2 
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Darkneſs, and une, and ſuſſocating · damps, 1 


And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate, diſcharg'd, 

Climbs ſome fair eminence, where ether pure 

Surrounds him, and Ely ſian proſpects riſe, 

His heart euults, his fpirits caſt their lead; 

As if new-born, he triamphs in the change; 

80 joys the foul, when from inglorious aims, 

And ſordid ſweets, from feculegce and froth 

Of ties terreſtrial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts 

To reaſon's region, her own element, be 
Religion! thou the ſoul of happineſs; : 

And groaning Calvary, of thee! there ſhine 

The nobleſt truths; there ſtrongeſt motives ſlings 

There facred violence aſſaults the fouls, 

There, nothing but compulſion is forborn. 

Can love allure us? or can terror awe? _ 

He weeps[—the falling drop puts out the ſang 

1's fyhet— the figh ectiy's doup forndution Rakes. 


If, in his love, ſo terrible, what then TEE 


His wrath inflam'd ? his tenderneſs on fire ? 

Like ſoft. ſmooth oil. outblazing other fires? 
Can pray'r, ean praiſe avert it?———Thou, my all! 
My themc! my iafpiration! and my crown! © 
My ftrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate! 7 
My ſoul's ambition. pleaſure, wealth! my world} 
My light in darkneſs? and my life in death ! | 


My boaſt thro' time! bliſs thro? eternity! *: 1] 


Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy praiſe ! 


Or fathom thy profound of love to ma! 
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7 | To man of men the meaneſt, ev'n to me; 
{| My facrifiec! my God! what things are theſe! 


What then art Tuov ? by what name ſhall I call 
Knew | the name devout archangels uſe, 

Devout  archangels ſhould the nagpe enjoy, * 

By me unrivall'd; thouſaads more ſublime, 


None half fo dear, as that, which, tho unſpoke, 


Still glows at heart: O how Omnipotence 

Is loft in love! thou great PmrtcanTarxonsT!: 
Father of angels! but the friend of man! 

Like Jacob, fondeſt of the younger born? 
Thon, who didſt ſave him ſnatch the ſmoking brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood!: 
How art thou pleas d, by bounty to diſtreſs! 

To make us groan beneath our gratitude, 

Too big for birth! to favour, and confound ;: 

To challenge, and to diftance all return! e 
Of Reiſn love ſtupendous heights to ſoar, 

And leave praiſe panting in the diſtant vale! 

Thy right too great defrauds thee of thy due; 
And facrileyious our ſublimeſt ſong. 

But ſince the naked will 'obtains thy ſmile, 

Beneath this monument of praiſe unpaid, 

And future life ſymphonieus to my ſtrain, 
(That nobleſt hymn to heav'n!) for ever lie 
Intomb'd my fear of death! 'and'ev'ry fear, 

The dread of ev ry evil, but thy frown. 

| Whom ſee I yonder, fo demurely ſmile? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their reſt. 
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Ye Quietiſts, in homage to the ſkies! * 
Serene! of ſoft addreſs! who mildiy make | 
An unobtruſive tender of your hearts, 
Abhorring violence! who halt indeed; 

But, for the bleſſing, wreſtle not with heav'n! 
Think you my ſong too turbulent? too warm? 
Are paſſions, then, the pagans of the ſoul ? 

Reaſon alone baptiz'd? alone ordain'd 

To touch things ſacred? Oh for warmer till? 

_ Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow; 


| Tuov, wy much-injur'd theme! with that ſoft eye, | 


Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look | 
Compaſſen to the coldneſs of my breaft ; | 
Hall protein ge the winter in my frata, | 
Oh ye cold hearted, frozen, formaliſts? 
| On ſuch a theme, tis impious to be calm; 
Paſſion is reaſon, tranſport temper, here. 
Shall heav'n, which gave us ardor, ad how rs 
Her own for man ſo ſtrongly, not diſdain 
What ſmooth emollients in theology, 
Recumbent virtue's downy doctors preach 
That proſe of picty, a lukewarm praiſe ? 
Riſe odours ſweet from incenſe uninflam'd ? 
Devotion when lukewarm is undevout; 
But when it glows, its heat is ſtruck to heav'n ; 
To human hearts her golden harps are ſtrung; 
Bligh heav'n's orcheſtra chaunts Amen to man. 
Hear I, or dream I hear, their diſtant ſtrain, 
sweet to the ſoul, and taſting ſtrong of heav n, 
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|  Soft-wafted on celeſtial pity's plume, 


Thro' the vaſt ſpaces of the univerſe, 

To chear me in this melancholy gloom ? 

Oh when will death (now ſtingleſs,) like a friend; 
Admit me of their choir? Oh when will death, 


This mould'ring, old, partition-wall-throw.down ? 


Give beings, one in nature, one abode? 

Oh death. divine, that giv'(t us to the ſkies !' 
Great future! glorious patron of the paſt, 
And preſent! when ſhall I thy ſhrine adore ?. 
From nature's continent, immenſely wide, 
Immenſely bleſt, this little iſle of life, 

This dark, incarcerating culony, 

Divides us. Happy day! that breaks our chains. | 


3} That manumits; that calls from exile home z 


That leads to nature's great metropolis, 
And re-admits- us, thro the guardian hand: 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne; 
Who hears: our advocate, and thro' his wounds 
Beholding man. allows that tender name. ; 
is this makes Chriſtian triumph a command t 
Tis this makes joy a duty to-the wiſe ; 
"is impious, in a good man, to- be fad; 
|  Seeſt thou, Lorenzo! where bangs all our hope? 
Touch'd by the croſs, we live; or, more than die; 
That touch which touch'd not angels; more divine 
Than that, which touch'd confuſion into form, 
And darkneſs into glory, partial touch l 

Incffably pre-eminent regard! 
Sacred to man, and for't 1g the the whole 
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Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs: 
From hear'n thro? all duration, and ſupports 
In one illuſtrious, and amazing plan, | 
Thy welfare, nature! and thy God's renown 2 
That touch, with charm celeſtial, heals the foul 


Difeas'd, drives pain from guilt; lights life in death, I 
Turns earth to heaven, to heav'nly thrones transforms l 


The ghaſtly ruins of the mould ring tomb. 
Doſt aſk me when ? hen Hr who dy'd returns: 


Returns, how chang'd ! Where then the man of woe: 


In glory's terrors all the Godhead burns ; 
And all his courts, exhauſted by the tide. 
Of Deities triumphant in his train, 

Leave a ſtapendous ſolitude in heaven; 
Repleniſht ſoon, repleniſht with increaſe 
Of pomp, and multitude; a radiant band 
Of angels new; of angels from the tomb. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote? and riſe 
Dark doabts between the promiſe, and event ? 
I ſend thee not to volames for thy cure ; | 
Read nature: nature is a friend to truth; 
Nature is Chriſtian; preaches to'mankind ; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
Haſt thou ne er ſeen the comet's flaming flight? 
 Th' illuſtrious ſtranger paſſing, terror ſheds- 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
Thro' depths of ether; coaſts unnumber'd worlds, 
Of more than ſolar glory ; doubles wide 
Heav'n's mighty cape; and then reviſits earth, 
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From the long travel of a thouſand years. 
Thus, at the deſtin'd period, ſhall return 
He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze: - 
And, with him, all our triumph o'er the tomb. 
Nature is dumb on this important point: 


| Or hope precarious in- low whiſper breathes; 


Faith ſpeaks. aloud, diſtinct; ev'n adders hear, 
But turn, and. dart into the dark again. 
Faith builds a bridge acroſs the gulph of death. 


And lands thought ſmootbly on the farther ſhore: 
Death's terror is the mountain faith removes 
That mountain barrier between man and peace. 
Tis faith diſarms deſtruQtion ; and abſolves 
From ev'ry clam'rous charge, the guiltleſs tomb. 
Why diſbclieve ? Lorenzo !—+ Reaſon bids, 
* All-acred: reaſon. Hold her ſacred. ſtills; 
Nor ſhalt thou want a rival in thy flamez 
All- acred reaſon E ſource, and. foul, of all 
Demanding praiſe, on carth, or carth above! 
My heart is thine: deep in its inmoſt folds, | 
Live thou with life; live dearer of the two. 
Wear I the bleſſed croſs, by fortune ſtampt 
On paſlive nature, before thought was born? 
My birth's- blind. bigot | fir'd with local zeal! 
No; reaſon- xebaptiz'd me when adult: 
Weigh'd true, and falſe, in her impartial. ſcale; 
My heart became the convert of my head 
And made that cheice, which once was but my fate. 
On argument alone my faith is built. 2 
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' Reaſon purſu'd is faith ; and, unpurſu - 
Where proof invites, 'tis-reafon, then, no mores 
And ſuch our preof, that, or our faith is right: 
Or reaſon lies, and heav't deſign'd it wrong: | 
Adſolre we this? what, then, is blaſphemy ?- 
Fond as we are, and juſtly fond of faith; 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 
Reaſon the root ; fair faith is-but the flower :: 
The fading flower ſhall die; but reaſon lives- 
Immortal, as her father in the ſkies. 
| _ When faith is virtue, reaſon makes it fo. . g 
Wrong not the Chriſtian; think not reaſon yours: | 
'Tis reaſon our great maſter holds fo dear; | 
"Tis reaſ6n's injur'd rights his wrath reſents; ; | 
'Tis realon's voice obey d, bis glories-crowng. | 
To give loſt reaſon life, he pour d his on: "Wt 
| Believe, and ſhew the reaſon of a mann 
Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of'a god; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb: 
Thro' reaſan's wounds alone thy faith can diez 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 

And dips in venom his twiee - mortal ſting. 
„Learn hence what honours, what loud pacans, due 
To thoſe, ho puſh our antidote aſide ; * 2 
Thoſe boaſted friends to reaſon, and to man 
Whoſe fatal love ſtabs ev'ry joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heighten d gnawing on his heute. 
Theſe pompous ſons of reaſon idoliz'd, 117 
And vilify d at. once; of reaſon dead, FO 
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Then deity d. as monarchs were of old; 
What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow? 
| While love of truth thro? all their camp-reſounds, 
They draw: pride's curtain o'er the noon-tide ray, © 
Spike up their inch of reaſon, on the: point 
Of philoſophie wit, calFd argument; 
© Bchold the ſun; and, Indian-like, adore. 
Talk they of morals? O thou bleeding Love! 
Thou maker of-new morals to mankind l | 
The grand morality is love of thee. ' 
As wiſe as Socrates, if ſuch they were, 
(Nor will they *bate of that ſublime renown) 
As wiſe as Socrates, might-juſtly ſtand 
The définition of a modern fool. 0 
A CunnsT1An is the higheſt ſtile of man, 
And is there, who the bleſſed croſs wipes off, 
As a foul blot, from his diſhonour'd 'brow ? 
If. angels tremble, tis at ſuch a fight : 
The vreteb they quit, driponding of their charge, 
More ſtruck with grief or wonder, who can tell? 
Te ſold to ſenſe! ye citizens of earth! 
(For ſach alone the Chriſtian banner fly) 
Know ye how wiſe your choice, how great your gain ? 
Behold the picture of-earth's happieſt man: ET 
* He calls his wiſh, it comes; he ſends it back, 
© And fays he call'd another; that arrives, 
© Mects the ſame welcome; yet he ſlill calls on 
© Till one calls him, who varies not his call, 
* But holds him faſt, in chains of darkneſs bound, - 


36 THE COMPLAINT: 


__* "Till nature dies, and judgment ſets him frees 
A freedom far leſs welcome than his chain. 

| But grant man happy; grant him happy leag ; 
Add to life's higheſt prize her lateſt hour; | 
That hour, ſo late, is nimblein approach, 
That like a poſt, comes on in full career: 


How ſwitt the ſhuttle flies, That weaves thy ſhroud} 


Where is the fable of thy former years ? 

* Thrown down the gulph of time; as far from thee 
As they bad ne'er been thine; the day in hand, 
Like a bird ſtruggling to get looſe, is going ; 
Scarce now poſſeſs d, fo faddenly tis gone; 
Ani ei —— Eg ary 
By ſtrides as ſwift : eternity is all; 

And whoſe eternity? who triumphs there? 
Bathing for ever in the font of blifs! 

For ever baſking in the Deity! 

Lorenzo! whe ?—Thy conſcience ſhall reply. 

O give it leave to ſpeak ; twill ſpeak cer long 
Thy leave unaſkt : Lorenzo! hear it now, 
While uſeful its advice, its accent mild. 

By the great edict, the divine decree, 

Truth is depoſited with man's laſt hour ; 

An honeſt hour, and faithful to her truſt ; 

Truth, eldeſt daughter of the Deity ; , 

Truth, of his council, when he made the worlds 3 

Nor leſs, when he ſhall judge the worlds he made; 

Tho? filent long, and ſleeping ne er fo ſound, 

Smother d with errors, and oppreſt with toys, 
That heav'u-commiſſion'd hour no ſooner calls, 
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But from her cavern in the ſonl's abyſs, 

Like him they fable under Etna whelm'd, 

The goddeſs burſts in thunder, and in flame; 

Dark daemons I diſcharge, and hydra-ſtiogs ; 

The keen vibration of bright trath—is hell: 

Juſt definition! tho' by ſchools untaught. 

Ye deaf to truth | peruſe this parſon'd page, 

And truſt, for once, a prophet, and a prieſt ; 

© Men may lire fools, but fools'they cannot die.“ 
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LCAExZzO! to recriminate is juſt. 

Fondneſs for fam: is avarice of air. 

I grant the man is vain who writes for praiſe. 

Praiſe no man e er deſerv'd, who ſought no more. 

As juſt thy ſecond charge I grant the muſe 

Has often bluſh'd at her degen'rate ſons, 

| Retain'd by ſenſe to plead her filthy cauſe ; 

To raiſe the low, to magnify the mean, 

And ſubtilize the groſs into refin'd 2 

As if to magic numbers pow'rtul charm 

uns given, to make a civet of their ſong. 

| Obſcene. and ſwceten ordure to perfume. 

Wit, a true Pagan, de1fics the . brute, 

And lifts our ſwine-enjoyments tiom the mire. . 
The fact notorious, nor obſcure the .cauſe 

We wear the. chains of pleaſure; and ot pride. 

Theſe ſhare the man and theſe diſt. act him too: 

Draw diff'rent ways and cluth in their commands. 

Pride, like an eagle builds amoag the ſtars ; 

But pleaſure lark-like neſts upon the ground. 

Joys ſhar'd by brute creation, pride retents; 

Pleaſure embraces : man would both enjoy. 

And both at once; a point how hard to gaia l 
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But, what can't wit, when ſtung by ſtrong defre? - 

"Wir dares attempt this ardous enterpriae. 
Vince joys of ſenſe can't riſe to reaſon's taſte ; 

In ſubtle ſophiſtry's laborious forge, 
Wit hammers out a reaſon-new, that ſloops 
To fordid ſcenes, and meets them with applauſe. 

Wit calls the Graces the chaſte zone to looſe ; 

Nor leſs than a plump tod to fill the bowl: 

A thouſand phantoms, and a-thouand ſpells, 

A thouſand opiates ſitters, to delude, 

To faſcinite, inebriate; lay afleep, 2 
And the Ward thine of der delighrfilly confound. 
Thus that which ſhock d the judgment, ſhocks no more; 
That which gave pride offence; no more offends. 1 
Pleaſure and pride, by nature mortal foes, 

At war eternal, which in man ſhall reign, 

By wit's addicfs! patch up a fatal peace, 
And band in und lead ou the rank debaorh, 
From rank,*tefin'd' to delicate and gay, 
Art, curſed art! wipes*off the indebted bluſf 
From hatte i check, and brouzes ev'ry ſname. 
Man ſmiles id ruin, glorzes in his guilt, i 
And idfamy fads caudidate for praiſe. 

All writ by mam in favour of the foul, +9 
Theſe ſenfyal ethics far, in bulk, tranſcend, + ] 
The flow'rs'of eloquence, profufely pour d & 
O'er ſpotted' vice; filt balf the letter d world. 

Can pow'rs of genius exorciſe their page, 1 
And conſecrate enormities with' ſong ? * 


But let not theſe inen pnble ſtrans 4 Ot 


 NEGHT THE'FIETH 203 


Not meanly- ſtops at time, but holds the world 
As tis, in nature's ample- field, a point, | 
A point in her eſteem; from whence. to ſtart, . 
And run the round of univerſal ſpace, | 
To viſit being naiverſal there, 

And being's ſource; that utmoſt flight of mind! 
Yet, ſpite of this ſo vaſt circumference, 

Well kadws, but what is moral, nought is great. 
Sing Syrens only? de not angels ing? 
There is in poeſ a deeent pride, 

Her younger ſiſter ; haply, not more wiſe. © 
Think'ſt thou, Lorenzo! to find paſtimes here ? 
No guilty paſſion blown into a flame, = 

No foible flatter d, dignity difgrac'd, 

No fairy field of fition, all on flow'r,. 

No rainbow colours, here, or filken tale: 

But ſolemn counſels, images of a we, 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man 

With double weight, thro” theſe revolving ſpheres, 
This death- deep fflence; and incumbent ſhade : 
Thoughts, ſuch as ſhall reviſit your laſt hour; 
Viſit uncall'd, and live when life expires; 
And thy dark pencil, midnight! darker ſtill 

In melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, ev'h this, my laughter loving friends 
Lorenzo! and thy brothers of the ſmile! 
7 | If, what imports you moſt, can-nibſt engage, 
4 6 


04 THE COMPLAINT: 
Or if you fail me, know, the wiſe ſhall taſte 
The truths | ſing : the truths | ſing ſhall feel; 
And, feeling, give aſſent; and their aſſent 
Is ample recompence; is more than praiſe. 
But chiefly thine, O LarcurizLD! nor miſtake z 
Think not un-introduc'd I force my way; 
Nareiſſa, not unknown, not unally'd, 
By virtue, or by blood, illuſtrious youth ! 
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bow'rs, 
Where all the language, harmony deſcends 
Uncall'd, and aſks admittance for the Muſe : 


A Muſe that will not pain thee with thy praiſe 


Thy praiſe ſhe drops, by nobler ſtill inſpir d. 
O Thou? bleſt Spirit! whether the ſupreme, 
Great antemundane Father! in whoſe breaſt. 
Embryo creation, unborn being. dwelt, 
And all its various revolutions roll'd 
Preſent, tho' future, prior to themſelves ; 
Whoſe breath ean blow it into nought again: 
Or, from his throne ſome delegated power, 
Who, ſtudious of our peace, doſt turn the thought: 
From vain and vile, to ſolid and ſublime ! 
Unſeen thou lead'ſt me to delicious draughts 
Of inſpiration, from a purer ſtream, * 
And fuller of the God, than that which burſt 
From fam'd Caſtalia : nor is yet ally © 
My facred thirſt; tho' long my ſoul has rang'd 
Thro' pleaſing paths of moral and divine, 
By thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the STazs. 
rr 
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Nichts ate their days, their moſt illumin dhours. 
By day, the foul, o erborn by life's career, 

| Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 

Reels far from reaſon, joſtled by the throng. 

By day. the. ſoul is paſſive, all ber thoughts 

Impos'd, . precarious, broken, ere mature. 

By night from objects free, from paſſion cool, 

Thoughts uacontroul'd, and unimpreſi d, the:-bicths- 

Of pure election, .azbitrary range, 

Not to the limits of one world conſin d: 

As voyagers drop anchor, for repoſe. | 

| Let Indians,;and the gay, like Indians, fond 

Of feather'd fopperics, the ſun adore : 1 

Darkneſs has more divinity for me; | : 

It ſlrikes chought inward; it'deives back the foul 

To ſettle on berſclf; our point ſupreme! | 

There lies ous theatre; there · ſits our judge. 

Darkneſs the curtain drops o er life's dull ſcenes 

'Tis the kind hand of providence ſtreteht out 

*Twixt:man and-ranity ; tis reaſon's reign, 

And virtue s too; theſe tutelary ſhades 

Are man's afylum from the tainted throng. | 

Night is the good man's friend, and. guardian too; 

It nodeſs reſcuts virtue, than inſpires. | 
Vietue,» for ever frail, as fair, below, 

Her teuder nature fuffers in the croud, 

Nov touches on the world, without a ſtain : | 

The world's inſectious; fow bring dack at ene, 

| . 
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| Something we thought, is blotted, we refolr'd, 
| Is ſhaken; we renounc'd, returns again. 

Each ſalutation may flide in a fin 

Vathought before, or fix a tormer flaw. | 
Nor is it ſtrange : light, motion, concourſe, noiſe, 
All, ſcatter vs abroad; thought outward bound. 
Neglectłul of our home affairs, flies off 

I fume and diſſipation, quits her charge, 

And leaves the breaſt unguarded to the foe, 
Preſent example gets within our guard, 

And acts with double force, by few repell'd. 
Ambitios fires ambition; love of gain 

Strikes. like a peſtilence, from breaſt to breaſt ; 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe; 
And inhumanity is caught from man, 

From ſmiling man. A flight, a ſingle glance, 
And ſhot at random, often has brought home 
A ſudden fever, to thethrobbing heart; 

Of envy, rancour, or impure defire. 

We ſee, we hear, with peril : ſafety dwells 
Remote from multitude; the world's a ſchool - 
Of wrong, and what proſicients ſwarm around | 
We muſt or imitate, or diſapprovez 

Mult liſt as their accomplices, or foes 3 


That ſtains our innocence; this wounds our peace. 
From nature's birth, hence, wiſdom has been ſmit 


With ſweet receſs, and languiſh'd for the ſhade. 
This ſacred ſhade, and ſolitude, what is it? 
hath e ga 1 
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Viee ſinks in her allurements, is unguilt, 


And looks, like other objects, black by night. 


Dy night an atheiſt half-believes a God. 


Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend ; 
The conſcious moon, thro ev'ry diſtant age, 
Has held a lamp to wiſdom, and let fall, 
On contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 
The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from heav'n 


-Philoſopby the fair, to dwell with men, 


And form their manners, not inflame their pride, 
While o'er his head, as fearful to moleſt 


His lab'ring mind, the ſtars in ſilence ſlide, 


And ſeem all gazing vn their future gueſt, 


In private audicnce: all the live-long night, 
Rigid in thought, and motionleſs, he ſtands ; 
Nor quits his theme, or poſture, till rhe ſun 
(Rude drunkard riſing roſy from the main !) 
Diſturbs bis noble intellectual beam, 

And gives him to the tumult of the world. 


* Hail, precious moments! ſtol'n from the black waſte 
Of murder'd time ! auſpicious midnight! hail ! 


The world excluded. ev'ry paſſion huſh'd, 
And open'd a calm intercourſe with heav'n, 
Here tho ſoul fits in council ; ponders paſt, 


+ | Predeſtines future action; ſees, not feels, 


| Tumultuous life. and reaſons with the ſtorm; m; 
All her lies anſwers, and thinks down her charms. 


What aweful joy ! what mental liberty ! 


| 1 am not. pent in darkneſs; rather ſay 


(it not too bold) is darkaefs. I'm embo rid. 
Delightful:gloow l. the cluſt'ring'thoughts around 
Spontaneous riſe, and bloſſom in the ſhade ; 
ut droop by day, and ſichen in the fon 
Thought barrows light elſewhere ; — 
Fountain of animation! whence deſcends 
'Uzania, my celeſtial gueſt l who deigus 
Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean; and now: 
Conſcious how needful: diſcipline: to man, | 
From pleaſing dalliance with the chars of aight 
My wand'ring thought recalls, to- what excites 
Far other deat of: heart; Narcilla's' tomb! 
Or is it feeble nature calls me back, 
And breaks my ſpirit into grief-agaio-? 
'Ts it a Stygian vapour in my blood ?- | 
A cold, flow. puddle, creeping thro” my veins ? 
Or is it thus witle all men? — Thus with all. 
What are we? bow anequal !: now we foam, 
And now we ſink; to be the ſame, tranſcends 
Our preſent proweſs Dearly pays the foul 
For lodging ill, too dearly rents her clay. 
Reaſon, a baffled counſellor ! but adds 
The bluſh of weakneſs, to the bane of woe. 
The nobleſt ſpirit fighting ber bard: fate, 
In this damp, duſky region, charg'd with ſtorms, 
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly; 
or, flying, Mert ber flight, and fure ber fall. | 
Our utmoſt ſtrength, when down, to riſe again; 
And not to yield, tho* beaten, all our praiſe. 
'Tis-vain'to ſeck in men for mere than man. 
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Though proud in promiſe, big in previous thought, 
Experience damps our triumph. 1, who late 
Emerging from the ſhadows M the grave, 5 
Where grief detain'd me pris: ner, mounting high, 
Threw wide the gates of everlaſting day, 
And call'd mankind to glory, ſhook off pain, 
Mortality ſhook off, in ether pure, I 
And truck the ſtars; now feel my ſpirits fall; 
They drop me from the zenith ; down I ruſh, 
Like him whom fable fledg'd with waxen wings, 
In forrow drown'd——but not, in ſorrow, loſt. 
How wretched is the man, who never mourn d! 

1 dive for precious pearl, in forrow's ſtream: 
| Net ſo the thoughtleſs man that only grieves ; 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain, 
(lneſtimable gain !) and gives heav'n leave 
To make. him but more wretched, not more wiſe, 
If wiſdom is our leſſon (and what elſe 
Ennobles man ? what elſe have angels learnt ?) 
Grief! more proficients in thy ſchool are made, 
Than genius, or proud learning, e er could boaſt. 
Voracious learning, often over-fed, 
Digeſts not into ſenſe her motely meal. 
| This book-caſe, with dark booty almoſt burſt, 
This forager on others wiſdom, leaves 
| Her native farm, her reaſon, quite untill'd. 
Wich mixt manure ſhe ſurfeits the rank ſoil, 
Dung d, but not dreſt; and rich to beggary. 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. | 
E — 
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And what ſays genius? Let the dull be wiſe.” 
Genius, too bard for right, can prove it wrong; 
And loves to boaſt, where-bluſh wen leſs inſpu d. 
It pleads exemption from the laws of ſenſe ; 
Conſiders reaſon as a leveller ; 

And ſcoros to ſhare a blefling with the croud. 
That wiſe it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To glory, and to pleaſure gives the reſt. 

Craſſus but ſleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wiſdom leſs ſhudders at a fool, than wit. 

But wiſdom ſmiles, when humbled mortals weep. 
When ſorrow wounds the breaſt, as ploughs the glebe, 
And hearts obdurate feel her ſoftening ſhower z; 
Her ſecd celeſtial, then, glad wiſdom fows; 

Her golden harveſt triumphs in the foil. 

I fo, Nareiſſa! welcome my relapſe; 

Tu raiſe a tax on my calamity, 

And reap rich compenſation from my pain. 
Il range the plenteous intellectual ficld ; 

And gather every thought of ſor'reign power 
To chaſe the moral maladies of man; 
Thoughts, which may bear tranſplanting to the Kits, 
| Tho' natives of this coarſe penurious ſoil ; e 
Nor wholly wither there, where ſtraphs fing,. - 
Reſin d, exalted, not annull'd, in heav'n. » gh. 
Reaſon, the ſun that-gives them birth, the ſame , 
In cither clime, though more illuſtrious t heise. 
Tbeſe choicely cull d. and elegantly rang d, 
Shall form a garland for Narciſſa s tomb; - 
Aud, peradventure, of no fading flow'ss, 


b 
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Say, on what themes ſhall puzzled choice deſcend? 
+ Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; 


| Why men decline it; ſuicide's foul birth; 
© The various kinds of grief; the faults of age 3 


And death's dread character invite my ſong.* 
And, firſt th' importance of our end. ſurvey'd. 


Friends counſel quick diſmiſſion of our grief: 
_ Miſtaken kindneſs ! our hearts heal too ſoon. 


Are they more Rind than he, who ſtruck the blow! 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, = 
And baniſh peace, till. nobler gueſts arrive, 


A-:1 bring it back, a true, and codleſs peace! 
Calamities are friends: as glaring day 
Ot theſe unnumber d luſtres robs our ſight ;_ 


Proſperity puts out unnumber'd tboughts. 


| Of import high, and light divine, to man. 


The man how-bleſt, who, ſick of gaudy ſcenes; 
(Scenes apt to thruſt between us and ourſelves !), 
Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk, 


Beneath death's gloomy, filent, cypreſs ſhades, 


Unpierc'd by vanity's fantaſtic ray ; 

To read his monuments,. to weigh his duſt, . 
Viſit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs! 
Lorenzo! read with me Nareiſſa's tones : 
(Narcifſa was my fav'rite) let us read | 
Her moral ſtone; few. doctors preach ſo well; 
Few orators ſo tenderly can touch 

The feeling heart. What pathos in the date! 
Apt. words can ſtrike; and yet in them we ſee. 
Faint. images ofwhat we, here, evjoy, 
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What cauſe have we to build on length of life? 8 


Temptations ſeize, when fear is laid aſſcep ;: et 


And ill foreboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. 
See from her tomb, as from an humble ſbrine, 
Truth, radiant goddeſs! ſallies on my ſoul, 
And puts dcluſion's duſky train to flight; 
Diſpels the miſt our ſultry paſſions raiſe, 
From objects low, terreſtial and obſcene ; 
And ſhews the real eſtimate of things; 
Which no man, unafflited, ever ſaw ; 
Pulls off the veil from virtue's riſing charms; 
Detedts temptation in a thouſand lyes. = 
Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves, 
And all they bleed for, as the ſummer's duſt, 
Driv'n by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
J widen my horizon, gain new powers, | 
Sec things inviſible, feel things remote, 
Am preſent with futurities; think nought - 
To man ſo foreign, as the joys poſſeſt; an 
Nought ſo much his, as thoſe beyond the zravre. 
| No folly. keeps its colour in ber She; ” 
Pale worldly wiſdom loſes all her charms ; = 
In pompous promiſe from her ſchemes profound, | 
It future fate ſhe. plans, tis all in leaves, 
Like Sybil, unſubſtantial, fleeting bliG! 
At the firſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air. 
Not fo, celeſtial! Wouldſt thou know, Lorenzo! 
How differ worldly wiſdom and divine ? 
Juſt as the waning, and the waxing moon, 
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| And ev'ry day more fair her rival ſhines. 
| When later, there's leſs time to play the fool. 


Soon our whole term for wiſdom is expir'd, 
( Thou know'ſt ſhe calls no council in the grave) 


| And everlaſting fool is writ in fire, 
Or real wiſdom wafts us to the ſkies. 


As worldly ſchemes reſemble Sybil's leaves, 


| The good man's davs to Sybil's books compare, 


(la ancient ſtory read. thou know'ſt the tale) 


In price till riſing as in number leſs, 


Incſtimable quite his final hour 

For that who thrones can offer. off=r thrones ; 
Inſolvent worlds the purchaſe cannot pay. 

© © let me die his death! all nature cries. 
© Then. live his life AH nature falters there. 


Our great phyſician daily to- conſult, . | 
To commune with the grave, our only care. [yet, 
| What grave preſcribes the beſt ?—A friend's ; and 


From a friend's grave, how ſoon we diſengage! 
Ev'n to the deareſt, as his marble. cold. 
Why are friends raviſh'd from us ? tis to bind, * 
23 ties, on human hearts, . 

The thought of death, which reaſon, too ſupine, 


Or miſemploy'd, fo rarely faſtens there. 
Nor reaſon, nor aff: ion, no. vor both 


Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of-the world. 


Behold th' inexorable hour at hand! 
Behold th' incxorable hour forgot! 
And to forget it, the chiefaim of life, 


Though well to gender it is life's chief end. 
K. 3. 
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Is death, that ever threst ing ne'er remote, ; | 
That all-important, and that only ſure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt ? 
Nay, though invited by the loudeſt calls 
Of blind imprudence; unenpected till ? 
Though num'rous meſſengers are ſent before | 
To warn his great arrival, What the cauſe, | 
The wond'rous cauſe, of this myſterious ill? 
All heav'n looks down aſtoniſh'd at the ſight. 

Is it that liſe has ſown her joys ſo thick, 
We can't thruſt in a ſingle care between? il 
Is it, that life has ſuch a ſwarm of cares 
The thought of death can't enter for the throng ? 
Is it, that time ſleals on with downy feet, 
Not wakes indulgence from the golden dicam ? 
To- day is fo like yeſterday, it cheats; | 
We take the lying fiſter for the ſame. X 
Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook; - | | 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd. the change. 
In the ſame brook none ever batl.*d him twice: | 
To the ſame life none ever twice awoke. | 
| We call the brook the ſame : the ſame we think 
Our life, though ſlill more rapid in its flow; | 
Nor mark the much irrevocably laps'd, L | 
And mingled with the ſea. Or ſhall ve ſay, | 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a veſſel on the ſtream ? 
In life embark'd, we ſmoothly down the tide 
Of time deſcend, but not on time intent; ; 
Amus d, uncouſcious of the gliding wave; 4 


NIGHT THE FIFTH, ny. 


Till on a ſudden we perceive & ſhock ; | 
We ſtart, awake, look out; what ſee we there! 


O.iur brittle bark is burſt on Charon's ſhore 


ls this the cauſe death flies all human thought? 
Or is it judgment by the will ſtruck blind, 
That domineering miſtreſs of the ſoul! 
Like him fo ſtrong by Dalilah the fair ? 
Or is it fear turns ſtaitled reaſon back, 
From ſnoking down a precipice ſo ſteep ? 
is dreadful; and the dread is wiſely plac'd, 
By nature conſcious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 
A flaming ſword to'g the tree of life, 
By that unaw'd, in life's moſt ſmiling hour, 
The good man would repine ; would ſuffer joys, 
And burn impatient for his promis'd ſkies. 
The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, 
Or gloom of-humour, would give rage the rein, 
Bound oer the barrier, ruſh into the dark, 
And mar the ſcenes of providence below. 
What groan was that, Lorenzo? —furies ! riſe; 
And drown, in your leſs execrable yell, | 
Britannia's ſhame. There took her gloomy fight, 
On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, 
Blaſted from hell, with horrid luſt of death, 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, :- 
So call'd, fo thought —and then he fled the field, 
Leſs baſe the fear of death, than fear of life. 
O Britain, infamous for ſuicide ! 
An iſland in thy manners! far di: join d 
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From the whole world of rationals beſide! 

In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 
Waſh the dire ſtain, nor ſhock the continent. 
| But thou be ſhock'd, while I detect the cauſe 
Of ſelt.aſſault, expoſe the monſter s birth, 
And bid abhorrence hifs it round the world, 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diſtant ſun : 
The ſan is innocent, thy clime abſfolv'd;. 
 Immoral climes kind nature never made. 

The cauſe | ſing, in Eden might prevail, 

And proves, it is thy-folly,-not thy fate. 

The ſoul of man (let man in homage bow,” 
Who names his ſoul) s native of the ſkies ! | 
High-born, and free, her freedom-ſhould maintain, 
Unſold, anmortgag'd for earth's little bribes. 

Th' illuſtrious ſtranger, in this foreign land, 
Like ſtrangers, jealous of her dignity, | 
Studious of home, and ardent to return, | 
Of earth ſuſpicious, earth's inchanted cup * 
With cool reſerve light touching, ſhould indulge, | 
On immortality, her godlike taſte ; ſthere. 


There take large draughts ; make her chief banquet 


But ſome reject this ſuſtenance divine; 


To beggarly vile appetites deſcend; | 


Aſk alms of earth, ater cron ons bene: 

Sink into flaves; and ſell, for preſent hire, 

Their rich reverſion, and (what ſhares its fate) 

Their native freedom, to the prince who ſways 
This nether world. And when his payments fail. 
* 
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Or their pall'd palates loath the baſket full; 

Are inſtantly, with wild demoniac rage, 

For breaking ali the chains of providence, | 

And burſting their confinement ; though faſt bart d 

By laws divine and human; tzuarded ſtrong 

With horrors doubled to defend the paſs, 

The blackeſt, nature, or dire guilt, can raiſe; 

And moated round, with fathomleſs deſtruction, 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 
Such, Britons ! is the cauſe, to you unknown, 


or worſe, o'crleok'd ; o erlook d by magiſtrates, 7 


Thus criminals themſelves. 1 grant the deed 
Is madneſs; but the madneſs of the heart. 
And what is that ? our utmoſt bound of guilt. 
A ſenſual, unrefleting life, is big | 


With monſtrbus births, and fuicide, to crown 


The black infernal brood. The bold to break 
Heav'n's law ſupreme, and deſperately ruſh: 
Through facred nature's murder, on their own, 
Becauſe they never think of death, they die. | 


"Tis equally man's duty, glory, Zain, 
At once to ſhun, and meditate, his end. 


| When by the bed of languiſhment we ſit, 


(The ſeat of wiſdom ! if our choice, not fate): 
Or, o'er om dying friends, in adguiſh bang, 
Wipe the cold dew, or ſtay the ſinkinz head, 


Number their moments, and. in every clock. 


Start at the voice of an eternity ; | 
See the dim lamp of life juſt feebly liſt 


* 
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Then fink again, and quiver into death, 
That moſt pathetic herald of our own ; : 
| How read we-ſuch fad ſcenes ? As ſent to man 
In perfect vengeance ? No; in pity ſeat, 
To melt him con like wax, and then impreſs, . 
Indelible, death s im ze on his heart; 
Bleeding: for others, trembling . for himſelf. 
We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we ſmile. 
The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry. 
Our quick-returning folly cancels all; a 
In yieldiog ſands, and ſmooths the letter d ſhore, . 
Lorenzo! haſt thou. ever weigh'd a ſigh? 
Or ſtudy d the pbiloſophy of tears? 
(A ſcience, yet, unlectur d in our ſchools!) 
Haſt thou deſcended deep into the breaſt, ; 
And ſeen theiv ſource! if not, deſcend with'me, | | 
r 
Our fun'ral tears, from diff rent cauſes riſe, 
As if from ſep'rate ciſterns in the ſoul, ; 
Of various kinds, they flow. From. tender bearts,. 
By ſoft contagion call'd, ſome burſt at once, 
And ſtream obſequious to the leading eye. 
Some aſk mare time, by curious art diſtill d. 
Some hearts in ſecret hard, unapt to melt, 
struck by the magie of the public eye, 
Like Moſes' ſmitten rock, guſh out amain: 
| Some weep to ſhare the fame of the deceas'd,; | 
80 high in merit, and to them fo dear. | 
They duell op praiſes, TY 
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And thus, without a bluſh, commend themſelves. 
Some mourn; in proof thut ſomething they could love; 
They weep not to relieve their grief, but ſhew. 
Some weep in perfect juſtice to the dend. 
As conſcions all their love is in arrear. 
Some miſchicvouſly weep, not unappris d, 
Tears, ſometimes, aid the conqueſt of an eye. 
With what addreſs the ſoft Epheſians draw 
Their fable net-work o'er entangled hearts ? 
As ſeen through cryſtal, how their roſes glow, 
While liquid pearl rans trickling down their cheek ? 
Of her's'not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 
Carouſing gems. herſelf difſolv'd in love. 
Some weep at death, abſtracted from the dead, 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own deceaſe. 
Ir kind coßſtructon ſome are deem'd to weep, | 
| Becauſe a decent veil conceals their joy. | 
Some weep in carneſt, and yet weep in vain z 


A4 As deep in indiſeretion, as in woe. 


' Paſſion, blind paſſion ! 'impotently pours 
Tears,'that deſerve more tears; . 
Or gazes, like an ideot, unroncern'd; | 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the ſtorm ; 
Knows not it ſpeaks to ber, and ber alone. | 
 Irrationals all ſorrow are beneath, 
That noble gift! n et mad? 
From ſorrow's pang, the birth of endlefs joy. 
But theſe are barren of that birth divine: 
They weep impetuous, as the fummer-ſtorm, 
* And fall as hot! the ervl grief foon d. 
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They make « paſtime of the ſtingleſs tale; 
Far as the deep-reſounding knell, they ſpread 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 

No grain of wiſdom pays them for their woe. 


Half-round the globe. the tears pumpt up by death | 


Are ſpent in wat'ring vanities of life ; 

In making. folly flouriſh ſtill more fair. 

| When the lick ſoul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 
Reclines on earth, aud forrows in the duſt; 
Inſtead of learning, tho, tv" wee Bana, 


Without heav 'n's aid impatient to be bleſt, 

She crawlsto the next ſhrub, or bramble vile, 
Though from the ſtately cedar's arms ſhe fell; 
The ſtranger weds, and bloſſoms, as before, 

In all the fruitleſs fopperies of life: 

Preſents her weed, well-fancy'd, at the ball, 

And raffles for the death's head on the ring. 

So wept Aurelia, till the deſtin'd youth 
 Stept in, with his receipt for making ſmiles, 

And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 

So wept Lorenzo fair Clariſſa's fate; | 
Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats; 
And dy'd to give him, orpban'd in his birth! 
Not ſuch, Narciſſa, my diſtreſs for thee. 

I'll make an altar of thy facred tomb, 

To ſacrifice to wiſdom. What waſt thou? | 
© Young, gay, and fortunate! Each yields a theme. 
Tu dwell on each, to ſhun thought more ſerere; 
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(Heaven knows I labour with ſeverer ſtill!) 
Tl dwell on each, and quite exhauſt thy death. 
A foul: without reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 
And, firſt, thy youth What an it to grey Eis? 


1 MNarciſfſa, I'm become thy pupil o 


Early, bright, tranſient, chaſte, as morning dew. 
She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heaven. 
Time on this head has ſnow'd; yet ſtill tis borne 
Alpft ;. nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover d with: ſhame I ſpeak it, age ſevere 
Old vorm out vice. ſets down. for. virtue fair : 
That youth chaſtis d ſurpaſſing in a fault, 
Father of all, forgetfulneſs. of death: 
Death had advanc'd too near us to be ſeen 2 
Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into right: 
And men might plead preſcription from the grave? 
Deathleſs, from repetition of reprieve. L 
Deathleſs ? far from it! ſuch are dead already ; 
Their hearts are bury'd and the world their grave. 

Tell me, ſome.god ! my guardian angel! tell, 
What thus infatuates ? what enchantment plants 
The phantom of an age twint us and death 
Already at the door? He knocks we hear him, 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 
Our pntouch'd hearts? what mjgacle turns off | 
The pointed thought, which from a thouſand 
Is daily darted, and is daily ud? 

Vor. I. J. 
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We ſtand, as in à battle, throngs on throngs 3 
Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves; 
| Tho? bleeding with our wounds, immortal dit! 
We ſee time's furrows on another's brow. 

Aid death intrench's, preparing his aſſault; 4 
How few themſelves, in that juſt mirror, ſee ! ; 
Or, ſeeintz, draw their inference as ſtrong! g 
Their death is certain; doubtful here: be wuſt, ; 
And ſoon we may, within an age, expire. _.. 
Tho? grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green; 
Like damag'd clocks, whoſe hand and bell difſent ; 
Folly ſings ſix, while nature points at twelve. - 

Abſurd longevity l more, more, it cries: 7 
More life, mere wealth, more traſh of every kind. - 
And wherefore mad for more, when reliſh fails ? 
Object and appetite muſt club for joy; 

Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that ſtrike us from withoc, ].. 
While nature is relazing ev'ry ſtring ? 

AG tragkt for for; grow cid and heced whahin” 
Think you the ſoul, when this life's rattles ceafe,-- 
Has nothing of more manly to ſucceed ? | 
Contract the taſte immortal; learn ein cow + 
To reliſh what alone fubliſts hereafter. ©  _ 
Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Of age- the glory is, to wiſh to die. - 

Thet in is penn and jromile; kt penis 2 
Paſt life, and promiſes our future bliſs. 65 
What weakneſs fee not ehildren in their ſires? 
Grand · climacterical abſurdities 
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Grey-haic'd authority, to faults of youth, 
Haw ſhocking! It makes folly thrice a fool z 
And our firſt childhood might our laſt deſpiſe. 
Peace and eſteem is all that age can hope. 
Nothing but wiſdom gives the firſt ; the laſt;. 
Nothing, but the repute of being wiſe. 
Folly bars both; ogr age is quite undone. 

What folly can be ranker? Like our (ſhadows, 
Our wiſhes lengthen, as our ſun declines. 
No wiſh ſhould loter, then, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts ſhould leave the world, before the el, 
Calls for our carcaſcs to mend the foil. 7 
Enough to live in tempeſt, die in port. 

Age ſhould fly concourſe, cover in retreat. 

Defefts of judgment;. and the. will ſubdue z; 
Wall thoughtful on the ſilent, folemn ſhore 

Of that vaſt ocean it muſt fail ſo ſoon; | 
And put good works on board; and wait the widd. | 
That ſhortly blows us into worlds unkno n. 
In unconſider'd. too, a- dreadful ſcene! | 

All ſhould be prophets: to themſelves ; foreſee 
Their future fate; their future fate forctaſte ; 
This art would. waſte the bitterneſs of death. 
The thought of death alone, the fear deſtroys. 
A diſaffection to that precious thought 5 
Is more than midnight darkneſs. on the ſoul, 
Whieh flecps beneath it, on a precipice,  _ 
Puff d off by the firſt. blaſt; and loſt for ever. 
Doſt aſk, Lorenzo, why ſo warmly preſt, 
1 3 
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The thought of death ? that thought is the machine,” 


ED machine! that heaves us from the duſt, 
us into men. e eee 


Will ſoon reduee the ghaſtly precipice © 

O'er hanging hell, will ſoften the deſcent, 

And gently ſlope our paſſage to the grave; 

How warmly to be wiſht ! What heart of fleſh 

Wodld trifle with tremendous? dare extremes? 

Yawn o'er the fate of infivite ? What hand, "2 

Beyond the blackeſt brand of cenſure bold, 7 

(To ſpeak a language too well known to the 

Would at a moment give its all to chance, 2 

And ſtamp the die for an eternity ? | 725 
- Aid me, Nariſſca ! aid me to keep pace | 

With deſtiny ; and ere her fcifſars cut 

My thread of life, to break this tougher three 

Of moral death, that ties me to the world. -- > 


A thought of obſervation on the foe; 

To ſally ; and farvey the rapid march 

Of his ten thouſand meſſengers to man; 

Who, Jchu-like, behind him turns them all. 

All accident apart, by nature ſigu' d, 1 i 
My warrant is gone out, e dormant yet 3” * 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fat. 
| Muſt I then forward only look for death) 4 
Backward I torn mine eye, and find him there.” 7 
Man is a ſelf ſurvivor ev'ry year. 11, FU 
Man, like a ſtream, is in perpetual flow. | * 


| Death's a deſtroyer of quotidian prey. 5 ⁴＋π t 


rr 1 —_— 7 .4aA ca oe wood 1 


* 
4 
Sting thou my flumb'ring reaſon to ſend forth 4 
75 A 
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My youth, my noon-tide, his; my yeſterday ; 
The bold invader ſhares the preſent hour. 


Each moment on the former (huts the grave. 


While man is growing. life is in decreaſe; 
And cradles rock us nearer. to the tomb. 
Our birth is nothing but our death begun; 

As tapers walite, that. inſtant they take hre | 
| Shall ve then fear. leit that (houid come to naſk;. 
Which: comes tv paſs-cach moment of our live< ?. 
If fear ve nut, let that death tun us pale. 
Which murders ſtrength and ardor: what cmains 
Should rai her call on death. than dread tis call.. 

Ye partners of my fault, and my decline !: 


Thoughtleſs of death, but when your nei hom s knell 


(Rude viſitant '). knocks hard at: your auil ſente, 
And with its thunde. ſcaree obtains your : ar! 
Be death your theme in ev'ry place and hour; 
Nor longer want, ye monumental fi:cs? 
A brother tomb to tell you you ſhall die. 
That death you dread ( to great is nature's ſkill”). 
Know you-ſhall court. before you ſta enjoy 

But you ace learn'd; is volun deep you ſit 
ln wiſdom, ſhallow: pompous igoo mer? 
Would on be ſtill more learned than the — 
Learn well to know how much na not he hi- vn 
And what that knowledge. which mp / you ſen (d. 
Oar needful knowledge, like our need! vu! word, 


k Vahedg'd, lies open in life's common fu ;, 


And bid; all welcome to the vital f aſt. 
You fern what lies before you in the. page. 
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Of nature and experience, moral truth ; 

Of indiſpenſable, eternal fruit ; 
Fruit, on which mortals feeding; Wen 
| And dive in fcience for diſtinguiſh'd names, | 
Diſhoneſt fomentation of your pride; 

_ Sinking in virtue, as you riſe in fame. 
Your learning, like the lanar beam, affords 
Light, but not heat; i leaves you underout, 
Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation ſhines. 

. Awake, ye curious indagators! fond 

Of Knowing all, but what avails you, known. 
If you would learn death's character, atte ud. 
All caſts of conduct, all degrees of health, 
All dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 
Together Mook in his impartial vrn, 
Come forth at random : or if choice is made, 
The thoice is quite farcaſtic, and infos © 
All bold conjefture, and fond Hopes of man. 
What covntlefs 'moltitudes, not only leave, + 
'Fho' great our ſorrow, greater our ſurprie 


Like other tyrants, death delights to fmite, 


What, ſmitten, moſt proclaimsihe pride of power, 
And arbitrary no# Iis joy fupreme, A 
Te bid the wretch farvive the fortunztez © 
The Fetble wrap th' athletie in His ſhroud; 
And weeping fathers build their childrens tomb: 


Me thine, Narclf !'—_Whst tho' ort thy date? 


Virtue, not rolling funs, the «mind matures. 4 


That life is ory; Uhlch anſwers life's tren . 


> 
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The time that bears no fruit. deſerves no name 
The man of wiſdom is the man of years. 
In hoary youth Methuſalems may dies 


0 how miſdated on their flatt'ring tombs + 


Narciſſa's youth has leQur'd me thus fare 
And can her gaiety give counſel too? 
That, like the Jew's fam'd oracle of gemeg 
Sparkles inſtruction: ſuch as throws new lighd, 
And opens more the character of death; 


HI known to thee, Lorenzo! this thy vaunt 2 


« Give death his due, the wretched, and the old; 

© Ev'n let him ſweep his rubbiſh to the grave; 

© Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 

© But own man born to live, as well as die.* ” 

Wretched and old thou giv'ſt him; yeung and gay 

He takes; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. ca 

What if k prove, The fartheſt from the fear, 

© Are often neareſt te the ſtroke of ſate _ 
| AL, mere tae commen, — en end. 


A blaze betokens brevity of life: 
As if bright embers ſhould cmit a ame, 


Glad ſpirits ſparkled from Narcifſa's eye, 

And made youth younger, and taught lifc to live. 
As nature's oppoſites wage endleſs war, 

For this offence, as treaſon to the deep 

Inviolable ſtupor of his reign, 3 

Where luſt, and turbulent ambition, fleep, 

Death took ſwift vengeance. As be life deteſts, 
More life is ſtill- more odious ; and, redue d ; 
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But wherefore agtrandiz d? by heav'n's decree, 

To plant the ſoul on her eternal guard, 

la awful expeftation-of our end. | | 
Thus cunydeath's dread commiſſion : © Strike, but fy 
© As moſt-alarms the living by the dead. 

Hence ſtratagem delights him, and ſurprize, 

And cruel-ſport with mans ſecurities. 

Not ſimple conqueſt, triumph is his aim : 


And, where leaſt fear'd, there coaqueſt triumphs moſt, 


This proves wy hold aſſertion not too bold. 
What are his arts to lay out fears allcep? 

Tiberian arts his-purpoſcs wrap up 

la deep diſſimulationꝰs darkeſt night. 

Like princes unconfeſs'd in foreign courts, 

Who travel under cover, death aſſumes 


The name and look of life, and dwells among us. | ü 


He takes all ſhapes that ſerve his black deſigns; | 
Tho' maſter of a wider empire far: 

Than that, o'er which the Roman cagle flew. 
Like Nero, he's a fidler, charioteer, 

Or drives his Phaeton, in female-guiſe; 

Quite unſuſpected. till the wheel beneath, 

His difarray'd oblation he devours 

le moſt aff: Qs the forms leaſt like himſelf, 
His ſlender ſelf. Hence. burly corpulence 

Is his familiar wear, and fleck diſtuiſe. 
Behind the roſy bloom he loves to lurk, 
Or ambuſh in a ſmile ; or wanton dive = 
Jn dimples deep; loves eddies, which draw in- 
 Vawary hearts, and figk them is deſpair. | 


» 


| 
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| Such; om Narciſſa's- couch he loiter'd long 
Unknown; and, when detected, till was ſeen 
_- To ſmile ; ſuch peace has i innocence in death! 
on I of happy they! whom leaſt his arts deceive. 
one eye on death, and one full-fix'd on heav'n, 
| Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 

Long on bis wiles a piqu'd and jealous ſpy, 
Te ſeen, or dreamt I ſaw, the tyrant dreſ ; 
Le by tris hivrars; nnd pot on his fad 
It. muſe, for thou remember'ſ, call it back, 
= | And ſhew Lotenzo the ſurpriſing ſcene. ; 
. If tent a dream, genius can explain, 


"Twas in a of the gay I ſtood. 
Death would hare enter d; —_——_— 
[ Supported by a doctor of renown, & 


His palit be gin d. Then artfully diſmiſt 

| The ſage; for death defign'd to he conceal d. 

He gave an old vivacious uſurer 

His meagre aſpe&; and his naked bones; 

In gratitude for plumpint up his prey, 

A pamper'd ſpendthrift ; whoſ& fantaſtic air, 

Well faſhion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 

| He took in change, and underneath the pride. 

Of coſtly linea, tuck'd bis filthy ſhroud. 

His crooked bow he ſtraiten d to a cane; 
I The dreadful maſquerader, thus equipt, 

Out- ſallies on adventures. Aſk you where ? 

Where is he nat ? for his peculiar havnts, | 

Let this ſuffice; "fare ps nicht ſallaus dan. 
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Death treads in pleaſure's footſteps round the world;... 
When pleaſure treads the paths, which reaſon hunde. 
When, againſt reaſon, riot ſhuts the door, "ow" 
And gaiety ſupplies the place of ſenſe, f 
Then, foremoſt at the banquet, and the ball; 5 
Death leads the dance, or ſlamps-the deadly die; 
Gaily carouſing to his gay compeers, Ws 
Iply he lantzhs, to-ſce them laugh at him, 3 
As abſent far: and when the revel burns, : 


| When fear is-banild'd, and triumphant thought, _* | 


Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, <4 
Againſt him turns the key; and bids bim ſup 
With their progenitors —He. drops his maſk; 
 Frowns out at full; they ſtart, deſpair, expire. 
|  Searce with more ſudden terror and ſurpriſe, iT 
From his black maſque of nitre, touch'd by fe,, 


= 
3 


Me burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. «A 


Aad js not, this triumphant treachery, - 

And mans ten faale commas. in the Grad? * 
And'now, Lorenzo, doſt thou wrap thy t 

In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown 

Which moment is commiſſion'd to deſtroy ? 

In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 

Is death uncertain ? therefore thou be fixt 3. 

Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all car, 

All expectation of the coming foe. 


* 
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Rouſe, ſtand in arms, ho apathy heel 1 


| Leſt ſlumber ſteal, one moment o'er thy ſoul, 


And fate ſurprize thee nodding. Watch, be frongy ; 
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| And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. 
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'Thas give each day the merit and renown, | 
Of Aying well; tho' doom'd but once to dia. 


Nor let life's period hidden (as from moſt) 


| Hide too from thee the precious uſe of life. 


Early, not ſudden, was Narciſla's fate. 
Sodn, not ſurpriſing. death his viſit paid. 
Her thought went forth to meet him on his way, 
Nor gaiety forgot it was to die. 5 


| Tho' fortune too (our third and final theme,) 


As an acomplice, -play'd-her gandy:plumes, 
And ev'ry glittering gewgew, on her ſight, 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 
Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man; 
And ev'ry thought that miſſes it, is blind. 
Fortune, with youth and gaiety, eonſpir cd 
To weave à triple wreath of happineſs 
(If happineſs on earth) to crown her brow. 
And could death charge thro' fach a ſhining ſoeld? 
That Glning Wield lavites the tyrants ſpear, *- 
As if to damp our elevated aims, 


And ftrongly-preach humility to man. bf 


O how portentous is proſperity ! 

How, comet · like, it threatens while it ſhines ! 
Few years bot · yield us proof of death's ambition, 
To call bis victims from the faireſt fold, 


When flooded with abundance, purpled oer 
With recent honours, bloom'd with ev'ry lids, 
> eprom dang e 
TRE addy centre, of the public ere, 
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When fortune thus has toſs'd her child in air, 
Snatcht from the covert of an humble ſtate, 
How often have I ſeen him dropt at once. 
Our morning's envy ! and our ev'ning's ſigh! 
As if ber bounties were the ſignal giren, 
The flow'ry wreath to mark the ſacrißce, 
And call death's arrows on the deſtin d prey. 

High fortune ſeems in eruel league with fate. 
Al youſfor what? to gise his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoil; 

Thus to keep-daring mortals more in awe. 
And burns Lorenzo-ftill for the ſublime 
Of lie? tor hang his airy-neſt on high, 

On the flight: timber of the topmoſt bongh, 
Rockt at cach-breeze, and menaeing a fall? 
Granting grim denth at equal diſtanee there ; 
Yet peace begins juſt where ambition ends. 


What'makes man wretched ? Happineſs deny'd ? 


Lorenzo Oo: "tis happineſs diidain d. 
She comes too meanly dreſt to win our ſmile; 
And calls berſelf-Content, a homely name! 


Our flame is tranſport,' and content our ſcorn. | 


Ambition teras, und ſhuts the door againſt her, 

And weds u teil, à tempeſt, in her ſtead ; 

A tempeſt to warm tranſport near of kin. 

— Vnknowing what our mortal ſtate admits, 

Life's modeſt joys we ruin, while os milk; 

And all our eeſtaſies are wounds to peace: 

Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 
WG 
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Of fortune fond, as thoughtleſs of thy fate! 

As late I drew death's picture, to ſtir up | 
Thy wholeſome fears; now drawn in contraſt, ſee 
Gay fortune's, thy -vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in air, the ſportive goddeſs hangs, 
Unlocks her caſket, ſpreads her glitt'ring ware, 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 2 

Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 

All ruſh rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends; 
Sons o'er their fathers, ſubjects o'er their kings, 
Prieſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, | 
(Still more ador'd) to ſnatch the golden ſhow'r, 
Gold glitters moſt, where virtue ſhines no more; 

A ſtars from abſent ſuns have leave to ſhine. 

O what a precious pack of votarics 

Unkennell'd from the priſons, and the ſtews, 

Pour in, all op'ning in their idol's praiſe! 

: All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand, 

a2 And wide- expanding their voracious jaws, 

|  Morſel oa morſel ſmallow'd down unchew d, 

Untaſted, thro mad appetite for more ; | 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav'nous ill. 
Sagacious all, to trace the ſmalleſt game, 
And bold to ſeize the greateſt. ik (bleſt chance!) 
rn 
Oer juſt, o er facred, all forbidden ground. 
Drunk with the burning ſcent of place or pow'r, 

= 1 Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 

\ | Or, if for men you take them, as | mark 

* Their manners, thou their various fates ey. 

| Yor. I, M 
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With aim miſ-meaſur'd, and impetuous ſpeed, 
Some darting, ſtrike their ardent wiſh far off, 
Throꝰ fury to poſſeſs it: ſome ſuccecd, 

But ſtumble, and let fall the taken prize. 
From ſome, by ſudden blaſts, *tis whirl'd away, 
And lodg'd in boſoms that ne'er dream'd of gain, 
To ſome it ſticks fo cloſe, that, when torn off, 
Torn is the man and mortal is the wound. 
Some, o'er enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 
Tagether ſome (unhappy rivals !) ſeize, 

And rend abundance into poverty ; 5 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and ſmiles: 


Smiles too the goddeſs ; but ſmiles moſt at thoſe, 


(Juſt victims of exorbitant deſire!) 

Who periſh at their own requeſt, and, whelm'd. 
Beneath her load of laviſh grants, expire. 
Fortune is famous for her numbers ſlain. 

The number ſma!l, which happineſs can bear. 

| Tho! various for a while their fates; at laſt - 


One curſe involves them all: at death's approach, 


All read their riches backward into loſs, 

And mourn in juſt proportion to their ſtore, 
And death's approach (if orthodox my ſontz) 
Is haſten'd by the lure of fortune's ſmiles. 
Aad art thou ſtill a glutton of bright gold? 
And art thou ſtill rapacious of thy ruin? 

Death loves a ſhining mark, a ſignal blow ; 

A blow, which, while it executes, alarms ; 

And -ſtartles thouſands with a ſintle fall. 
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As when ſome ſtately growth of oak, or pine, 
Which nods aloft, and proudly ſpreads her ſhade, 
The ſun's defiance, and the flack's defence; 
By the ſtrong ſtrokes of lab'ring binds ſabdu'd, 
Loud groans her laſt, and, ruſhing from her height, 
| In cumb'rous ruin thunders to the ground: ? 
The conſcious foreſt trembles at the ſhock, 
And hill, and ſtream, and diſtant dale, rcfound, 
Theſe high aim'd darts of death, and theſe aloge, 

Should I collect. my quiver would be full. 8 
A quiver, which, ſuſpended in mid air, 
Or near heav'n's archer, in the zodiac, hung, 
(So could it be) ſhould draw the public cye, 

The gaze and contemplation of mankind ! 
A conſtellation awful, yet benign, 
To guide the gay thro' life's tempeſtuous wave; 
Nor ſuffer them to ſtrike the common rock, 
* From greater danger to grow more ſecure, 

And, wrapt in happineſs, forget their fate. 

Lyſander, happy paſt the common lot, 
Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair Aſpaſia: ſhe was kind: | 
In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both. were bleſt; 
All wbo knew, cnvy'd; yet in envy lov'd: 
Car fancy form more finiſh'd happineſs? 
| Fixt was the nuptial hour. Her ſtately dome 
Roſe on the ſounding beach. The glitt'ring ſpires 
Float in the wave, and break againſt the ſhore; 
So break thoſe glitt'ring ſhadows, human joys. 
The faithleſs morning ſmil'd ; he takes bis leave, 
M3 
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To re-embrace i in ecſtacies, at eve. 
The riſing ſtorm forbids. The news arrives : I 
Untold, ſhe ſaw it in her ſervant's eye. 

She felt it ſeen (ber heart was apt to ſeel;) 

And, drown'd, without the furious ocean's aid, 

In ſuffocating ſorrows ſhares his tomb. 

Now, round the ſumptuous, bridal monument, 

The guilty billows innocently roar; 

And the rough ſailor paſſing, drops a tear. 

A tear Can tears ſuffice ?!——— But not for me. 
How vain our efforts! and our arts, how van! 
The diſtant train of thought I took, to ſhun, 

Has thrown me on my fate— Theſe dy'd — 
Happy in ruin! undivorc'd by death ! 

Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part is peace—— 
Narciſſa! pity bleeds at thought of thee. 

Yet thou waſt only near me ; not myſelf. 

Survive myſelf. — That cures all other woe. 

| Narciſla lives; Philander is forgot. 

© the ſoft commerce! O the tender tyes, 
Cloſe-twiſted with the fibres of the heart! 
Which, broken, break them; and drain off the ſoul 
Of human joy; and make it pain to live | 
And is it then to live? when ſuch friends part, 

*Tis the ſurvivor dies—My heart ! no more. 
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PREFACE 


FEW ages have been deeper in diſpute about religi- 
on, than this. [he diſpute about religion. and the - 
practice of it ſeldom go together The ſhorter, cherer 
Fore, the diſpute, the better. | thiak it may be reduced 
40 this ſingle queſtion. Is man immortal or is he not? 
I he is not. all our diſputes are mere amuſements or 
trials of (kill In this caſe, truth. reaſon. religion. which 
tive our diſcourſes ſuch pomp and folemnity, are (as wiil 
de ſhewn) mere empty ſounds, without any meaniong-in 
them But if man is immortal, it will bchove him to 
be very ſerious about eternal conſequences ; or, in other. 
words, to be truly religious. And this great funda- - 
mental troth, uneſtabliſhed, or unawaken'd in the 
minds of men, is, | conceive, the real fource and ſup- 
port of all our infidelity ; how remote ſoever the par- 
ticular objections advanced may ſcem to be from it- 
Senſible appearances affeft moſt men much mare 
chan abſlraQ reaſonings; and we daily ſee bodies drop 
around us, but the ſoul is inviſible. The. power which 
inclination has over the judgment, is greater than can 
be well conceived by thoſe that have not had an enpe- 
- .ience of it; and of what numbers js it the ſad intereſt, 
chat fouls ſhould not ſurvive ! The: heathen world con- 
ſeſſed, that they rather hoped, than firmly believed 
àmmortality! and how many heathens have ve ill 
 amangſt us ! The tacrcd page aſſynes us, that life 
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| Immortality is brought to light by the goſpel : but by 
how many is the goſpel rejected, or overlooked ! From | 
theſe conſiderations, and from my being, accidentally; 
priry to the ſentiments of ſome particular perſons, 1 
have been long perſuaded, that moſt, if not all, bur in 
fidels (whatever name they take, and whatever ſcheme; 
for argument's ſake, and to keep themſelves in couns 
tenance, they patronize) are ſupported in their deplot- 
able error, by ſome doubt of their immortality, at the 
| bottom And l am ſatisfied, that men once thoroughly. 
convinced of their immortality, are not far from being 
Chriſtians. For it is hard to conceive, that a man ful- 
ly conſcious eternal pain or happineſs will certainly be 
his lot, ſhould not earneſtly, and impartially, inquire 
After the foreſt means of eſcaping the one, and ſecuring 
the other. And of ſuch an carneſt and impartial inqui- 
"0p IVE IRE 0 conſequence, ny 
Pe rac. eee 
truth, ſome plain arguments are offered ; arguments de- 
rived from principles which infidels admit in common 
- with believers; arguments, which appear to me altogether 
- irreſiſtible; and ſuch as, I am ſatisfied, will have great 
weight with all, who give themſclves the ſmall trouble 
of looking ſeriouſly into their own boſoms, and of ob- 
- ſerving, with any tolerable degree of attention, what 
daily paſſes round about them in the world. If ſome 
- arguments ſhall, here, occur, which others have declin- 
ed, they are ſubmitted, with all deference. to better 
—_— on ne eee 
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PREFACE. 141 
ed; but it is undiſputed for tl ic reaſon only ; viz. be- 
cauſe where the leaſt pretence to reaſon is admitted, 
it muſt for ever be indiſputable. And of conſequence, 
no man can be betrayed into a diſpute of that nature 
by vanity, which has a principal ſhare in animating 
our modern combatants againſt other articles of our 
belief. | 


T H E 


COMPLAINT. 


NIGHT THE SIXTH. 


GHE * (for I know not yet her name in heaven) 


Not early, like Nareiſſa, left the ſcene ; 
Nor ſudden, like Philander. What avail ? 
This ſeeming mitigation but inflames: 
This fancy'd med'cine heightens the diſeaſe. 
The longer known, the cloſer till ſhe grew ; | 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 

Tis the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts 
By tardy preſſure's ſtill-increafing weight, 
From hardeſt hearts. confeſſion of diſtreſs. 


O the long, dark approach thro! years of pain, 


Death's gall'ry ! (might I dare to call it fo) 
With diſmal doubt, und fable terror, hung; 
Sick hope's pale lamp, its only glimm' ring ray: 
There, fate my melancholy walk ordain d. 
Forbid ſelf- love itſelf to flitter, there. 

How oft I gaz d, prophetically ſad! | 
How oft | ſaw her dead, while yet in ſmiles ! 

In ſmiles ſhe ſunk her grief, to leſſen mine. 
She ſpoke me comfort, and increas'd my pain. 


®- Refercing to Night the Fifth. 
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NIGHT THE SIKTH. 43 
Like pow'rful armies trenching at a town, 
By flow, and filent, but refiſtleſs ſap, 

In his pale progreſs gently gaining ground, 
Death urg'd his deadly ſiege; in ſpite of art, 
Of all the balmy bleſſings nature lends 

To ſuccour frail humayity. Ye ſtars! 

(Not now firſt made familiar to my ſight) 
And thou, O moon! bear witneſs; many @ night - 
He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 
Ty'd doun my fore attention to the ſhock, 

By ceaſcleſs depredations on a life 

Duccr than dure hit a0. Dont pot 

Of obſervation ! darker ev'ry hour ! 

Lb GI EINE WS 0s befulk, - 
And pointed at eternity below ; 

When my ſoul ſhudder'd at foturityz; 
When on-a moment's point, th' important dye 
Of life and death ſpun doubtful, ere it fell; 

And turn'd up life; my title to more woe. 

But why more woe ? more comfort let it be, 
Nothing is dead but that which wiſh'd to die; 
Nothing is dead, but wretchedneſs and pain; 
Notliing is dead, but what incumber'd, gall'd, 
Block d up the paſs, and barr'd from real life. 
Where dwells that wiſh moſt ardent of the wiſe ? 
Too dark the ſun to ſee it; higheſt ſtars 
Too low to reach it: death, great death alone, 

_ Ofer ſtars and fun, triumphant, lands us there. 
Nor dreadful our tranſition; tho' the mind, 
An artiſt at creating felf-alarms, 
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| Rich in enpedicats for inquietude, 
is prone to paint it dreadtul. Who can take 
. Deaths portrait true? the tyrant never ſat. 
Our ſketch all random ſtrokes, conjecture all; 
Cloſe ſhuts the grave, nor tells one ſingle tale. 
Death, and his image riſing, in the brain, 
_ - Bear faint reſemblance : never are alike: 
Dark ignorance is laviſh of her ſhades : 
And theſe the formidable picture draw. | 
| But grant the worſt ;-- 'tis paſt : new proſpecu riſe; 
And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 

Far other views our contemplation claim, 
* Views that &erpay- the rigours of our life ; 
Views that ſuſpend our agonies in death. 
Wrapt in the thought of immortality, 
Wrept in the ſingle, the triumphant thought! 
Long life might lapſe, age unperceiv'd come oa; 
And find the foul unſated with her theme. 3 
Its nature: proof, importance fire my ſong. 
O that my ſong could emulate my foul! | 
Like her, immortal. No! the foul diſdains 
A mark fo mean; far nobler hope inflames z. 
If endleſs ages can outweigh an hour, 


| Lick not the laurel, but the palm, inſpire. _ , -+ 


Thy nature, Immortality! who knows? = _. 
And yet who knows it not? it is but life 
In ſtronger thread of brighter colour ſpan, _;; 
And ſpun for ever; dipt by cruel fate ; 
„„ how brittle here! 


* 
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NIGHT THE SIXTH 1 


And while it laſts, inglorions! our beſt deeds, - 
3 How wanting in their weight! our bigheſt jays 
' Small cordials to ſupport us in our pain, 
I And gire us ſtrength to ſuſſen. But how great 
To mingle int'reſts, converſe, amities, | 
Wich all the ſons of reaſon, ſcatter'd wide 
Howe'er endow'd! to live free citizens 
Of univerſal to hay hold 
et; | Hy more feeble faith on the Supreme! n 
To call heaven rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines which ſupport archangels in their ilate) 
Our on! to riſe in ſcience, as in bliſs, 
Initiate in the ſecrets of the ſkies! 
To read creation; read its mighty plan 
In the bare boſom of the Deity! 
The plan, and execution, to collate! | 
| To ſee, before cach glance of piercing thought, 
All cloud, all ſhadow, blown. remote; and leave 
No myſtery——but that of love divine, 
Which lifts us on the ſeraph's flaming wing, 
From enth. Accldama, this ficld of blood, 
Of inward anguiſh, and of outward ill, 


*" | From darkneſs, and from duſt, to ſuch a ſoenel 

:' | Love's clement! true joy's illuſtrious home! 
WE From carth's fad contraſt (now deplor'd) more fat 
7 | What exquiſite viciflitude of fate! | ; 
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The wiſe illumine, aggrandize the great. 1 271 

How great, (while yet we tread the kindred clod, | 

And ev'ry moment fear to fink beneath 

The clod we tread; ſoon trodden by our ſons) 

How great, in the wild whirl of time's purſuits, 

To ſtop, and pauſe, in volv'd in high preſage, | 

Through the long viſto of a thouſand years, 

To ſtand contemplating our diſtant ſelves, 

As in a magnifying mirror ſeen 

Enlarg'd, ennobled, elevate, divine! 

To propheſy our own futurities! 

S8 en 
To talk with fellow - candidates. of joys 

As far beyond conception as deſert, 

Ourſelves th' aſtoniſh'd talkers, and the talc! 
Lorenzo. ſwells thy boſom at the thought ! 

The ſwell becomes thee: tis an honeſt pride. . 

Revere thyſelſ - and yet thyſelf deſpiſe. 

His nat ure no man ean o'er-rate; and none 

Can under- rate his merit. Take good heed, 

Nor there be modeſt, where thou ſhouldſt be proud; 

That almoſt univerfal error ſhun. 

How juſt our pride, when we behold thoſe heights! - 

Not Thoſe ambition paints in air, but thoſe 

Reaſon points out, and ardent virtue gains: 

And angels emulate; our pride how juſt! 

When mount we ? when theſe ſhackles caſt? when quit 

This cell of the creation? this ſmall neſt, | 
Stuck in. a corner of the univerſe, 

Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, aud fige-ſpun air! 


NIGHT THE SIXTH. 
Fine ſpun to ſenſe ? but groſs and feculent 
To fouls celeſtial; ſouls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambroſial gales, and drink a purer ſky ; 

- Greatly triumphant on time's farther ſhore, 
Where virtue reigns, corich'd with full arrears; 
While pomp imperial begs an alms of peace. 
In empire high, or in proud. ſcience deep, 

Te born of carth! on*what can you conſce, 
With half the dignity with half the gaio, 

The guſt, the glow of rational delight, 


47. 


As on this theme, which angels praiſe and ſhare ? 


Man's fates and favours are a theme in heav'n.. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here ! 
What periodic potions for the ſick ! 
Diſtemper'd bodies! and diſtemper'd minds! 
In an eternity, what ſcenes ſhall ſtrike! 


Adventures thicken! noveltics ſurpriſe! 


What webs of wonder ſhall unravel, there! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven,. 
And light th* Almighty's footſteps in the deep! 
How ſhall the bleſſed day of our diſcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate, 
And ſtraiten its inextricable maze! 

If inextinguiſhable thriſt in man 
To know ; how rich. ho te exe davemat hat 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds; 
The world material, lately ſeen in ſhades, - 
And. in thoſe ſhades, by fragments only ſeen, 
| And fra theſs fragments by the. lad'ring oe, 
6 
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Its ample ſphere, its univerſal frame, 

In full dimenſions, ſwells to the ſurvey 3 

And enters, at one glance the raviſh'd ſight. 

From ſome ſuperior point (where, who can tell? 

Suffice it, 'tis a point where gods reſide) | 

How ſhall the ſtranger man's illumin'd eye, 

In the vaſt ocean of unbounded ſpace, 

Behold an infinite of floating worlds 

Divide the cryſtal waves of ether pure, 

In endleſs voyage, without port? the leaſt 

Of theſe diſſeminated orbs, how great! 

Great. as they are, what numbers theſe ſurpaſs, 

Huge, as leviathan, to that ſmall race, 

Thoſe twinkling multitudes of little life, 

He ſwallows unpercei dl Stupendous theſe ! 

| Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the whole? 

As particles, as atoms ill perceiv'd ; 5 

As circulating globules in our veins; . | 

So vaſt the plan : fecundity divine! . 

Exubꝰ rant ſource! perhaps, I wrong thee ſtill. : 
If admiration is a ſource of joy, | 

What tranſport hence! yet this the leaſt in heaven. 

What this to that illuſtrious robe He wears, 


Who toſt this maſs of wonders from his hand, 5; | 


A ſpecimen. an earneſt, of his power? 5 
TTis, to that glory, whence all glory flows, 5 
As the mead's meaneſt flow ret to the ſun, | 

Which gave it birth. But what, this ſun of heav'n'? 
This bliſs ſupreme of the ſupremely bleſt ? 1 
Death, only death the queſtion can reſolve, 7 
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BJ death, cheap bought th* ideas of our joy 


The bare ideas! ſolid happineſs 


80 diſtant from its ſhadow, cha; d below. 


And chaſe we till the phantom through the fires, - 
O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ?. 

And toil we ſtill for ſublunaty pay? 

Defy the dangers of the field and flood, 

Or, ſpider-like, ſpin out our precious all, 

Our more than vitals ſpin (it no regard. 


| To great futurity) in curious webs 


Of ſubtle thought, and exquiſite deſign 
(Fine net-work of the brain ! to catch a fly! 
The momentary buz of vain renown ! 
A name! a mortal immortality! ?)! 

Or (meaner ſtill !) inſtead of graſping * 
For ſordid Jucre plunge ve in the mire? 


Drudge, ſweat, through cv'ry ſhame, for cv'ry gain,. 
For vile contaminating traſh; throw up 


Our hope in heav'n, our dignity with man? 
And deify the dirt, matur d to guld ? 


Ambition, avarice; the two daemons theſe, 
Which goad through every ſlaugh our human herd, 


Hard-travell'd from the cradle to the grave. 
How low the. wretches ſtoop ho ſtecp they climb l 
Theſe daemons burn mankind + but molt poſſeſs 
Lorenzo's boſom, and turn out the ſkies. 

ls-it in time to hide eternity 
And why not in an atom on the ſhore, . 


| To cover ocean or a mote, the ſun? 


Glory and wealth! have they this blinding power: + 
. | | 
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What if to them, I prove Lorenzo blind? - © {[f 
Would it ſurprize thee ? ge thou then-furpriz'd 5 _ ++ 
Thau ncithery-know'ſt :' their nature learn from me. 
Mark well, as foreign-as theſe ſubjects ſeem, + |} 
What cloſe connchion' ties them to my theme. 
Firſt, what is true ambition? the purſuit © 
. Of glory, nothing leſi than man can ſhare. s 
Were they as vain, asgaudy-minded man, 5 
As flatulent with fumes of ſelf-applauſe, 5 
Their arts and conqueſts animals might boat, 
And claim their laurel crowns us well as we; 
But not cdleſtial.. Here we'fland alone: 
As in our form, diſtinct, pre-eminent ; 4-264 
If prone in thought, our ſtature is our ame; 
And man ſhould blu, bis forehead meets the ls. 


The viſible and preſrat' are for-brutes, 

A fader-portipa} and a narrow bound? 
Theſe reaſon, wich an energy divine, —<© 
O' erlea ps ; nud claims the fature and 1 3 
The vaſt unſeen} the future fathomlcls! © 


oi ws, e eee 4 
Leaving groſs nature's ſediments below, - 1 * 2 
Then, and then only, Adam's uffepring : quits 
The ſuge and hero» of the fields and woods, + 
Aﬀerts his rank, and riſes into man. 11 of 
This is ambition. this is human fire. k 
| | Can paſts r place (two-dokd e: r. 
r e : 

Genios and e e 
| Our boald but , e- 2 cd” 
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Dedalian engin'ry! if theſe alone wth 

Aſfit our flight, fame's flight is. glory's fall. » 

Heart-merit wanting,” mount we ne'er ſo high, | 

Our height is but the gibbet of our game, 

A celebrated wretch when I bebold, | 

When | behold 2 genius bright. and baſe, 

Of tow'ring talents, and terreſtial aims; | 

Methinks | fee, as throws froar ber high-ſphers, 

The glorious fragments of a foul immortal, 

With rubbiſh min d, and glitt'ring in the duſt. 

Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy ſight, 

At once commpaſſion ſoft, and qavy, riſe 

| But wherefore envy ? talents ange>bright, 

If wanting worth, are ſhining inſtruments 

la falſe ambition's hand, to Gniſh faults 

Illuſtrious, and give inſamy renown. : 
Great ill is an atchievement- of great pow ra. 

Plain fenſe but rarely leads ns far aftray. 

Reaſon the meant, aſſections chuſe our end; 

Means have no merit, if our end ami. 

If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain; 

What is a Pelham 's bead, ho Pelham's heart ? 

Hearts are proprietors of ill applauſe. | 

Right ends, and means, make wiſdow.: worldly wiſe | 

Is but half - witted, at its bigheſt praiſe. : 
Err 

Nor unter ſtation: what is ſtation hign? 

Tu a proud mendicant, it-bodfts, und begs; 

X ET TG 
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Monarchs, and miniſters, are aweful names. 
Whoerer'wear them, challange our devoir. 
External homage, bod © Beets halve: 

To beings pompouſly ſet up, to ſerve 

The meancſt ſlave; all more is merit's due, 
Her ſaered and inviolable right; 

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 
Our hearts ne er bow but to ſuperior worth; 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 
Fools, indecd, drop the man in their account, 
And vote the mantle into majeſty. | 
Let the ſmall ſavage, boaſt his ſilver fur; 

His royal rabe unbarrow'd, and unbought, 
His own, deſcending fairly from his fires... 
Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 

And ſouls in ermin ſcorn a ſoul without ? 
Can place or leſſen us, or aggrandize?. . 
Pygmies. are pygmies ſtill, though perch'd on Alpes, 
And pyramids are pyramids in valcs. 

Each man makes his, own ſtature, builds himſelf: 
Virtue alone out-builds the pyramids; 

Her monuments ſhall laſt. when Egypt's fall. 
| Of theſe ſure truths doſt thou demand the cauſe ? 
The cauſe is lodg'd in immortality. 

Hear, and aſſent. Thy boſom burns for pow'r; 
What ſtation charms thee? I'll inſtall thee there; 
"Tis thine. And art thou greater than before? 
Then thou before waſt ſomething leſs than man, 
6 d thee into pride? 


* g 


That treach'rous pride betrays thy dignity ; 


That pride defames humanity, and calls 


The being mean, which ſtaffs or firings can raiſe. 


That pride, like honded hawks, in darkneſs bare, 
From blindneſs bold, and tow'ring to the ſkies, = 


is born of ignorance, which knows not mans 


An angel's ſecond ; nor his fecond, long. 


| And courting.glory from the tinkling ſtring, 


Bat faintly ſhadows an immortal foul, 
With empire's ſelf, to pride or rapture fir'd. 
Er'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 
High worth-is elevated place : 'tis-more; 
It makes the poſt ſtand candidate for thee ; 
Makes more than monarchs, makes an honeſt man 3 


' Though no exchequer it commands, tis wealth; 


And though it wears no ribband, 'tis reno 

Renown, that would not quit thee, thoagh diſgrac'd, 

Nor lcave.thee (pendent on a maſter's ſmile. 

Other ambition nature interdidts ; 

By pointing at his origin and end; 

Milk, and a ſwathe, at firſt, his whole demand; 

His whole domain, at laſt a turf or lone; Grail 

To whom, between, a world may ſeem too | 
Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 

Of juſt ambition, to the grand reſult, 

The curtain's fall; there, ſre the buſkin' chief 
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Reduc'd to his own ſtature, low or high, 


As vice or virtue, ſinks him. or ſublimes; = | 


And laugh at this fantaſtic mummery, 
This antic prelude of groteſque events, & 
Where dwarfs are often ſtilted. and betray 57 | 
A littlencſs of ſoul by. worlds o er- run, as 
And nations laid in blood.. Dread facrifice 
To Chriſtian pride l which had with horror ſhockt: 
The darkeſt Pagans, offcr'd to their gods. A 
D chou moſt Chriſtian enemy to peace! 
Again in arms? again provoking fate ? —_ 
That prince, and that alone, is truly great 
Who draws the ſword reluctant; gladly ſheaths; 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 
And makes his throne a ſcaffold to the ſkies. 
Why this fo rare? becauſe forgot of all 2 
| 


The day of death; that venerable day, 
| Which Gts as Judge; that —— 
On all our days, abſolve them, or condema, - 
Lorenzo, never ſhut thy thought againſt it; 
| Be levees ne er fo full, afford it room, 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend conſulted, flatteries apart, | 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great or mean. 
To doat on aught may leave us, or be leſt, 
Is that ambition ? then let flames deſcend, © 
Point to the centre their inverted ſpires, 
And learn humiliation from a ſoul, 
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| The world, which cancels nature's right and wrong, 


And caſts new wiſdom: ev'n the grave man lends 


His ſolemn face, to countenance the coin. 


Wiſdom for parts is madneſs for the whole. 
This ſtamps the paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the wiſeſt weak, the richeſt poor, 
The moſt ambitious, unambitious, mean; 
In triumph mean ; and abject, on a throne. 
Nothing can make it leſs than mad in man, 
To put ſorth all his ardor, all his yt, 
And give his ſoul ber full unbounded flight, 


But reaching bim, who gave her wings to fly. 


When blind ambition quite miſtakes her road, 


And downward pores, OE eee 


I Subſtantial happineſs, and true renown; 


— ls. a 4. 19 
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Then, like an idiot gazing on the brook, 
We leap at ſtars, and faſten in the mud; 
Ar glory graſp, and fink in infamy. 

Ambition ! pow'rful ſource of good and ill! 
Thy ſtrength in man, like length of wing in birds, 
When diſergag'd from earth, with greater caſe, 
And ſwifter flight, tranſports us to the ſkies; 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemir'd, 
It turns a curſe; it is our chain, and ſcourge, 


In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 
Cloſe-grated by the ſordid bars of ſenſe ; 


All profpe& of eternity ſhut out; 
And, but for execution, ne'er ſet free, 
With error in ambition juſtly charg'd, 


Find we Lorenzo wiſer in his wealth-? | 
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What if thy reatab | reform ? and. draw 


An inventory new to ſet thee right ? 


Where, thy true treaſure? gold fays, not in me: 2 


And, not in me, the di mond. Gold is pour 
India's inſolvent: ſeek it in thyſelf, 
Seek in thy naked ſelf, and find it there; 

In being fo deſcended, form'd, endow'd; 

| 8ky-born, ſky-guided, fky-returning race ! 
Erect, immontal, rational, divine ! | 

| In ſenſes, which inherit carth, and heav'ns; 
Enjoy the riese riches nature yields; | 

Far nobler ; give the riches they enjoy 3 

Sire taſte to fruits, and harmony te groves; | 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gald's brighe fre: 
Take in, at once, the landfeape of the world, 
At a finall inlet, which a grain might cloſe, 
And half create the wond'rous works they fee. 
Our ſenſes, as our reaſon, are divine. 

But for the magic organ's pow'rful charm, 

| Earth were a made, uncolour'd chaos ftill. 
Objects ave but th' occaſion; ours th exploit ; 

| Which nature's adraleable piQtuee draws; 

And beautifies creation's ample dome. 
Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, 
Man makes the matchleſs image, man admires. 
Say then, ſhall man, his thoughts all ſent abroad, 
Superior wonders in himſclf forgot, 

His admiration waſte on objecti round, 
When beav'n makes bin the foul of all he fees! 
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Abſurd ! not rare ! ſo great, fo mean, is man. 


What wealth in ſeofes ſuch as theſe ! what wealth | 
In fancy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene | 


© Then fanſe farveyil in mom's y's firm record, 
Which, ſhould it periſh, could this world recall. 


From the dark ſhadows of o'erwhelming years! | 
In colours freſh, originally bright 

Preſerve its portrait, and report its fate ! 
What wealth in intellect, that for'ceign pow'r! 
Which ſenſe, and fancy, fummons'to the bar ; 
Jaterrogates, approves, or reptchends ; 

And from the maſs thoſe underlings import, 


- | From their materials fifted, and refin'd, 


And in truth's balance accurately weigh'd, 
Forms art, and ſcicnce, government, and law; 
The ſolid baſis, and the beauteous frame, 


The vitals, and the grace of civil life! 


And manners (fad exception!) ſet aſide, 
Strikes out, with 'maſter-hand, a copy fait 


Ot his idea, whoſe indulgent thought, 


Long, long, ere chaos teem d, plann'd human bliſe. 
What wealth in ſouls that ſoar, dive, range around, 

Diſdaining limit. or from place, ot time; 

And hear at once, in thought extenſive, hear 

Th' almighty fiat, and the trumpet's found! 

Bold, on creation's outſide walk, and view 


What was, and is, and more than c'er ſhall be; 
8 with omnipotence of thought, 


Creation new in fancy's field to riſe! 


Souls, that can graſp whatc*er th Almighty unde, 
0 
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And wander wild thro' things impoſſible! 
What wealth, in faculties of endleſs growth, 
In quenchleſs paſſions violent tocrave, * 
In liberty to chuſe, in pow'r to reach, 1 
And in duration (how thy riches riſe!) "0 
Duration to perpetuate—boundleſs bliſs! 

Aſk you what pow'r reſides in feeble man 
That bliſs to gain? Is virtue's, then, unknown? 
' Virtue, our preſent peace, our future prize. x 
Man's unprecarious, natural eſtate, - _ 
' Improveable at will, in virtue lies 3 * 
Its tenure fure; its income is divine. 

— b — fr whey 1 
To breed new wants, and beggar-us the more; 
Then, make a richer ſcramble for the throng ? 


- Soon as this feeble pulſe, which leaps fo les 
Almoſt by miracle, is tir'd with play, _ 
Like rubbiſh from diſploding engines thrown, | be | 


' Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 

Fly diverſe; fly to foreigners, to foes ; 
New maſters court, and call the former fool 
' (How juſtly ! for dependence on their ſtay. 


Wide ſcatter, firſt, our play-things; then, our dull. 


Doſt court abundance for the ſake of peace? 


Learn, and lament thy ſclf-defeated ſchemes 4 


-Riches enable to be richer ſtill; 
And, richer till, what mectel can with? 
Thus wealth (a cruel taſk-maſter 1 injoins 


Ne toils, ſucceeding tolls, an endleſs train! ** 


And murders peace, which tavght it firſt to ins. 


PR VY _ 


* W 
eee Ac CC woo es es 


—_—_ 


"A > it 


NIGHT THE SIXTH. 


The poor are half as wretched, as the rich; 
Whoſe proud and painful privilege it is, 


At once, to bear a double load of woe; 


To feel the ſtings of envy, and of want, 


| Outrageous want! both Indies cannot eure. 


A competence is vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſcaſe ; 
Sick, or incumber d, is our happineſs. 
A-competence is all we can enjoy. 

o be content, where heav'n can give no more! 
More, like a flaſh of water from a lock, 
Quickens our ſpirit's movement for an hour z 
But ſoon its force is ſpent, nor riſe our joys: 
Above our native temper's common ſtream. 
Hence diſappointment lurks in ev'ry prize, 
As bees in flow'rs; and ſtings us with ſucceſs, 

' The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns; 
Nor knows the wiſe are privy to the lye. 
Much learning ſhews how little mortals know; 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoyt 
At beſt, it babies us with endleſs toys, 

And keeps us children till we drop to duſt. 


At monkeys at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, 


They fail to find, what they fo plainly ſee ; 
Thos men, in ſhining riches, ſee the face 


Of happineſs, nor know it is a ſhade; 


But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 

And wiſh, and wonder it is abſent till. 

Ho few can reſcue opulence from want! 

Who lives to nature, rarely can. de poor: 
0.3. 
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Who lives to fancy, never can be rich. _ 
Foor is the man in debt; the man of gold,, 
Ia debt to fortune, trembles at her pow'r. 
The man of reaſon ſmiles at her and death. 
O what a patrimony this! a being | 
Of ſuch inherent ſtrength and majeſty, | 
Not worlds poſſeſſ can raiſe it; worlds deftroy'd 8 
Can't injure; which holds on its glorious courſe, 4 
When thine, O nature! ends; too bleſt ta mommm 
Creation's obſcquics. What treaſure, this! 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 
Immortal! ages paſt, yet nothing gone! 
| Morn without eve! a race without a goal K 
Vnſhorten d by progreſſion infinite ! 
Futurity for ever future ! life | 
Beginning till, where computation ends! 
"Tis, the deſcription of a Deity ! 

Tu the deſcription of the meaneſi flavest  — 
| The meaneſt flave dares then Lovxenzo ſcorn? 
The mraneſt flave thy for'reign glory ſhares. = _ 
Proud youth ! faſtidious of the lower world! 2. 
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Man's lawful pride includes buwility ; | We. 
_ Stoops to the loweſt; is too great to find — 
Inferiors ; all immortal! brothers all!  - 8. 
Propꝛĩetors eternal of thy lose. 


ImorTAL! what can ſtrike the ſenſe ſo 8 
As this the foul ? it thunders to the thoytzht; 
Reaſon amazes; gratitude o'crwhelms ; Ro, 
No more we flumber on the brink of fate: 
Rows'd at the ſound, th' exuking foul lend , 
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| Abd breathes her native air: an air that feeds. | 


| Ambitions high, and fans etheriel fires ; 


Qiick-kiadlcs all that is divine within us: 


Nor leaves one loit'ring thought bencath the ſtars. | 


Has not Lorenzo's boſom caught the flame ? 
Immortal ! were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy how would thrones adore! 


| Becauſe tis common is the bleſſing loſt ? 


How this ties up the bounteous hand of heaw a! 
O vain. vain, vain! all clſe! eternity! 


A glorious and a needful refuge, that, 


From vile impriſonment, in abje views. 
'Tis immortality. tis that alone, | 

Amid life's pains, abaſements, emptineſs, . 
The ſoul can comfort elevate, and fill. 


That only, and that amply, this performs : 


Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above; 
Their terror thoſe; and theſe their luſtre loſe; 
Eternity depending covers all 

Eternity depending all atchicves; : 

| Sets earth at diitance; caſts her into ſhades ; 
Blends her diſtinQtions : abrogates her pow'rs ; 
Fortune's dread frown», and faſcinating ſmiles, 
Make one promiſcuous and neglected heap,” 
The man beneath; If I may call him man, 


Whom immortality's full force inſpires. 

Nothing terreſtial touches his high thought 

Suns ſhine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard, 

R 
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| Their preſent province. and their future prizes | + | 

Divinely darting upward ev'ry wiſh, & -- 

Worm on the wing, in glorious abſence loſt. 

Doubt you this ruth? why labouts your belief? 

It earth's whole orb, by ſome due-diſtant eye, 
Were ſeen at once, her tow'ring Alps would fink, - 
And levell'd Atlas leave an even ſphere. 

Thus earth, and all that carthly minds . 

Is ſwallow d in eternity's vaſt round. 

To that ſtupendous view, when fouls. awake, 

80 large of late, fo mount. inous to man, 
Time's toys. ſubſide; and equal all below. 

5 Enthuſiaſtic, this? then all are weak, 

But rank enthuſiaſts. To this godlike height. 

Some ſouls bare ſoar'd; or martyrs ne er had bled. 

And all way do, what has by man been done. 

Who, beaten by theſe fublunary forms, i 

Boundleſs, interminable; joys can weigh, & 

Varaptur'd, uncxalted; uninflam d? f 

What ſlave unbleſt, who, from t»-morrow's dawn 

Expect an empire? he. forgets. bis chain, 

And, thron'd in thought, his. abſent: ſceptre wares, 

And what, a ſceptre waits vs! what a,throne}. 

Her qwn. immenſe;agpointments to compute, - 

| Or comprehend, qur. high prerogatives,  - 

In this hes. dark minority, how toils,  — 

How vainly pants, the human foul divine! 

Too great; the. bounty ſeems, for. earthly jeg: 

| What heart but! trembles at fo. ſtrange a, bliſe? 

la ſpite of all the; truths. the, male. has fangy ;/ 
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Ne'er to be priz'd enough! enough revoly'd{ 
Are there who wrap the world fo cloſe about them, 
They ſee no farther than the clouds; and dance 


On heedleſi vanity's phantaſtic toe, 


Till, ſtumbling at a ſtraw, in their career, | 
- Headlong they plunge, where end botk dance and hagt: 
Are there, Lorenzo: is it poſſible? 
Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a foul immortal in their breaſts ; 
Unconſcious as the mountain of its ore : | 
Or rock, of its ineſtimable gem? 
When racks ſhall melt. and mountains vaniſh, theſs: 
Shall know their treaſure; treaſure; then, no more. 
Are there (ſtill more amazing!) who refit 


The riſing thought ? who ſmother, in its birth, 


The glorious truth ? who ſtruggle to be brutes ? 
Who thro' this boſom-barrier burſt their way? 
And, with reverſt ambition, ſtrive to ſink: 
Who labour downwards thro' th' oppoſing powers 
Of in(tiac, neaſon, and the world againſt them, 
To diſmal hopes, and. ſhelter in the ſhock _ 
- Of endleſs night? night darker than the grave's? 
Who fight the proofs of immortality ? 
With horrid zcal, and enecrable arts, TE 
Work all their engines, level their black fires, 
To blot from man this attribute divine, 
(Than vital blood. far dearer to the viſe) . 
\Baſphemers, and rank atheiſts to themſclres? . 
To contradit them, . ſee all nature riſc! 
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But argues, or endears, an after-ſcene ? 


Io reaſom proves, or weds it to defire ? 


All things proclaim it needful; ſome advance 
One precious ſtep beyond, and prove it ſure. 

A thouſand arguments ſwarm round my pen, | 
From heav'n, and earth, and man. Indulge a few, 
Zy nature, as her common habit, worn; 

80 preſſing providence a truth to teach. 

Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain. 
Tauoul whoſe all-providential eye ſurveys, 
heb dand droits, aha Shit When warms | 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond 
Eternity's Inhabitant auguſt? | 
| Of two eternities amazing Lord! 


One paſt, cre man's, or angel's, had begun 3 * 


Aid! while 1 reſcue froar the foe's aſſault, 


Thy glorious immortality in man: $3 


A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 
Of 'moment infinite! but reliſh'd moſt 


By aft whe love thee mall; who melt adore © 


Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth. 

Of thee the great immutable, to man 

Speaks wiſdom; is his oracle ſupreme; | 

And he who moſt conſults her, is moſt wiſe. 
Lorenzo, to this heav'nly Delphos haſte ; 
| And come back all- immortal; all-divines . 
Look nature through, tis revolution all; ; 


All change, no death. Day follows night; and night , 


The dying day; ſtars riſe, and ſet, and riſe; 
Earth takes th example. See, the ſummer gay, | 
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With her green chaplet. and ambroſial flowers, 
Droops into pallid aatumn: winter grey,, 
Horrid with froſt, and turbulent with ſtorm, 
Blows autumn, and his golden fruits, away? 
Then melts into the ſpring : ſoft ſpring, with breath 
Favonian, from warm chambers of the ſouth, 
Recalls the firſt. All to re-floutiſh, fades... 

As in a wheel, all ſinks to reaſcend. 
Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires. - 

| With: this mioote diſtinction, emblems juſt, 
Nature revoles, but man advances ; both 
- Eternal, that a circle, this a line. | 
| That gravitates. this ſoars. Th' aſpiring foul 
Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, afcends;. 
6 Teal, and humility, her wings to heav'n, 

The world of matter, with its various forms, 

All dies unto new life. Life born ſrom death 
Rolls the vaſt maſs, and ſball for ever roll. 

No ſingle atom, once in bcing, loſt, - 

With change of counſel charges the moſt High. 

What hence infers Lorenzo? Can it be? 
Matter immortal? and ſhall ſpirit die? 

Above the nobler, ſhall leſs noble riſe? 

Shall man alone, for whom all clfe revives, . 

No reſurreftion know? ſhall man alone, 
| _ Imperial man! be ſown in barren ground, 4 
| Leſs privileg'd than grain, on which be fecds ? 

. man; in whom alone is pow'r to prize 

| The bliſs of being, or with previous pain 
Dieplote its period, by the ſpleen of fate,. 
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Severely doom'd death's ſingle unredeem'd ? 

Ik nature's revolution ſpeaks aloud, | f 
In her gradation, hear her louder till. bs 
Look nature thro”, tis neat gradation al. 
By what minute degrees her ſcale aſcends! 

Each middle nature join'd at each extreme, | 

To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 

Parts, into parts reciprocally ſhot, 

Abhor divorce: what love of union reigns 

Here, dormant matter waits a call td life ; E 
Half-life, half-death, join there ; here, life and ſenſe; 
n 
Reaſon ſhines out in man. But how preſerv'd 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life ? thoſe realms of bliſs, 
Where death hath no dominion.? Grant a make 
Half- mortal, half-immortal;. earthy, part: 
And part ethereal; grant the foul of man | 
Eternal; or in man the ſeries ends. Nen 
Wide yawns the gap; connexion de uo more; - as 
Checkt reaſon haks; her next ſtep wants ſupport © 
Striving to climb, ſhe-tumbles from her ſcheme ; 


- 
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A ſcheme, analogy pronounc'd ſo true; - 5B 
Analogy, man's ſureſt 'guide below. * 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 92 
And will Lorenzo, careleſs of the call, | 


Falſe atteſtation: on all nature charge, 
Rather than violate his leazue with death ? 

_ Renounce his reaſon, rather than renounce 
The duſt below d, and run the riſk of hcav'n } 


\ 
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O what indignity to deathleſs fouls! 

What treaſon to the majeſty of man! 

ot man immortal! hear the lofty ſiyle: 

Ie If fo decreed, th'Almighty will be done. 

© Let earth diſſolve, yon pond'rous orbs deſcend, 

« And grind us into duſt: the ſoul is ſafe; 

«© The man emerges ; mounts above the wreck, 

L „ angie fun'ral pyre; 

' © O'er devaſtation, as a gaioer, ſmiles; 

3 - ie his inviolable rights, 

1 © Well-plexs'd to learn from thunder's impotence, M 

4 « Death's pointleſs darts, and hell's defeated ftorms.* 

. But theſe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo! 

” +] The glories of the world, thy ſer'nfold ſhield. 

Otter ambition-than of crowns in air, 

And ſuperlunary felicities, 

Thy boſom warm. I'll tool it, if 1 can; | 

Aud turn thoſe glories that inchant, againſt thee, _, 

If wiſe, the cauſe that wounds thee is thy cure. 
Come, my ambitious! let us mount together, 

: | (To mount Lorenzo never can refuſe;) 

We And from the-clouds, where pride delights to dwell, - 

i | Look down en earth. What ſeeſt thou? — 

— _ things! | 

| Terreſtrial wonders, that eclipſe the ſkies. | f 

| What lengths of labour'd lands! what loaded fel 
Loaded by man, for pleaſure, wealth, or war! | 

Seas, winds, and planets, into ſervice bronght,. 

2 nnd promete his code. 
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Nor can th' eternal rocks his will withſtand ; 
8 mountains! and what lifted vales! 
er vales and mountains ſumptuous cities ſwell, | 
r 
Some mid the wond'ring waves majeſtic riſe ; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 
Far greater till! (what cannot mortal might?) 
See, wide dominions raviſh'd from the deep} 
The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 
Or ſouthward turn; to delicate, and grand, 
The finer arts there ripen in the fon. 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Aſcent the ſkies l the proud triumphal arch 
Shews us half-heav*n beneath its ample bend. | 
How thro mid air, here, ſtreams are taught to fw; 
Whole rivers, there, lay'd by in baſons, ſleep. 
Here, plains turn oceans; there, vaſt oceans join 
Thro” kingdoms channell'd'deep from ſhore to eng 
And chiang'd creation takes its face from man. 
Beats thy brave breaſt for formidable ſcenes, 
Where fame and empire wait upon the ſword ? 
See fields in blood ; hear naval thundeis riſe; 
 BDritannia's voice! that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 
The mid-ſea, furious waves! their roar amidſt, 
Out-ſpeaks the Deity, and ſays, * O main! 
Thus far, nor farther; new reſtraints obey.” 
Earth's diſembowel'g! meaſur'd are the ſkies! 
Stars ate detected in their deep receſs} 


Orion wie! ranges var el 
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Earth's cover'd o'er with proofs of ſouls immortal; 
And proofs of immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confeſs, 
Theſe are ambition's works : and theſe are great: 
But this, the leaſt immortal ſouls can do; 
Tranſcend them all But what can theſe tranſcend ? 
Doſt aſk me, what One ſigh for the diſtreſt. 
What then for infidels? A deeper ſigh. 

"Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man: 

Ho little they, who think aught great below ? 

All our ambitions death defeats, but one; 
And that it crowns Here ceaſe we: but, ere long, 
More pow'rful proof ſhall take the field againſt thee, 
Stronger than dearh, and ſmiling at the tomb. 
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8 we are at war with the power, it were well if we 
were at war with the manners of France. A land 

of levity, is a land of znilt. A ſerious mind is the na- 
tive ſoil of every virtue and the ſingle character that 
does true honpur to mankind. The ſoul's immortality 
has been the favourite theme with the ſerious of all 
ages. Nor is it ſtrange; it is a ſuhject by far the moſt in- 
tereſting and important,that can enter the mind of man. 
Of higheſt moment this ſubje always was, and always 


will be, Yet this its higheſt moment ſeems to admit of 
Increaſe. at this day a fort of occaſional importance is 


ſaperadded to the natural weight of it; if that opinion 
which is advanced in the preface to thepreceeding night 
be juſt. It is there ſuppoſed. that all our infidels, what- 
ever ſcheme, for argument's ſake, and to keep them- 
ſelves in countenance, they patronize, are betray'd into 
their deplorable error, by ſome doubt of their immor- 
tality, at the bottom And the more I conſider this 


' point, the more I am perſuaded of the truth of that o- 

pinion, Tho' the diſtruſt of a futurity is a ſtrange er- 
ror; yet it is an error into which bad men may natu- 
rally be diſtreſſcd. For it is impoſſible to bid defiance 


to final ruin, without ſome refuge in imagination. ſome 
preſumption of eſcape. And what preſumption is there? 
there are but two in nature; and two, within the com- 
V of human thopght. AC cls ave, — That either 
. ö 
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Gen will not, or can not puniſh. Conſidering the ale" 


vine attributes, the firſt is too groſs to be digeſted by 


dur ſtrongeſt wiſhes. And ſince omnipotence is as much 
_ a divine attribute as holineſs, that Gon cannot puniſh, * 


is as abſurd a ſuppoſition, as the former, Gov certain- 
ly can puniſh, as long as wicked men exiſt. In nom. 


exiſtence, therefore, is their only refuge; and, tonſe- 


quently, non-exiſtence is their ſtrongeſt wiſh. And 
ſtrong wiſſies have a ſtrange influence on our opinions; 


they dias the judgment, in a manner, almoſt incredible. 


And ſince on this member of their alternative, there 
are ſome very ſmall appearances in their favour, and 
none at all on the arber, they catch at this reed, they 


| hy held on this chivicrs, to fave thembcives from the 
ſhock, and horror, of an immediate, and abſolute de- 


ſpaie. 


argument and others. of like tendency, throw upon it, 
1 was more inclin'd thaw ever to purſue it, as it ap- 


"pear'd to me to ſtrike directly at the main root of all 
our infidelity. In the following pages, it is according- 

ly, purſued at large; and ſome arguments for immar- 
_ tality, new (at leaſt to me,) are ventured on in them. 


There alſo the writer has made an attempt to ſet the | 


groſs abſurdities and horrors of annihilation in a fuller 
and more aſſecting view, ww > (7-525) bo ant 
_ vith elſewhere. 


The gentleman, for whoſe fake this attempt was 


_ chiefly made, profeſs great admiration for the wiſdom 


, 


On reviewing my ſabjedt, by the light which this 


of heathen antiquity: * — by 


| 


PREFACE Bs 
tete! if they were ſincere, how would it mortify them 
to conſider, with what contempt. and abhorrence, their 
| notions would have been received, by thoſe whom they 
" | fo much admire? wha: degree of contewpt, and abhor- 
| rence, would fall tp their ſhare, may be conjeftured by 
i the following matter of fact (in my opinion) extreme» 

ly memorable. Of all their heathen worthies, Socrates 
(tis well known) was the moſt guarded, diſpaſſionate, 
and compolcd ; yet this great maſter of temper was 
pagry ; and angry at bis laſt hour; and angry with his 
friend; and angry for. what deſerv'd acknowledgment; 
angry. for a right and tender inſtance of true friend- 
ſhip towards him. Is not this ſurpriſing ? what could 
be the cauſe ? the cauſe was for his honour; it was a 
truly noble, tho', perhaps, a too punctilious, regard for 
. 
aſſectiunate concern as became a friend, * Where he 
.© ſhould depoſite his remains: it was reſented by So» 
. crates, as implying a dilbonourable ſuppoſition, that he 
could be ſo mean, as to have regard for any thing, eren 
in himſelf, that was not Immortal. | 
This faq well conſider d, nnn 
withdraw their admiration. from Socrates; ar make 
- them endeavour, by their imitation of this illuſtrious 
; example, to ſhare his glory : and, conſequently, it 
:: would incline them to peruſe the following pages with 
eandor and impartiality : which is all I defire; and 
chat, for their ſakes: for I am perſuaded, that an un- 
| | prejudiced. infidel muſt, neceſſarily, 3 
Het —0amtageous impreſſions from chem. 
July 7, 944 
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COMPLAINT 


| NIGHT THE SEVENTH. 


Hv gives the st but negletd, call. 
What day, what hour, but knocks at human hearts, 
To wake the foul to ſenſe of future ſcenes? ? 
Deaths ſtand, like Mercurys, in ev'ry way; 
And kindly point us to our journey's end. 5 
Pope, who couldſt make immortals! art thou dead! 
I give thee joy: nor will I take my leave; Fs 
80 ſoon to follow. Man but dives in death; 
Dives from the ſun, in fairer day to riſe; 
The grave, his ſubterranean road to bliſs. 
Yes, infinite indulgence plann'd it fo; | 
Thro various parts our glorious ſtory runs 
Time gives the preface, endleſs age unrolls 
The volame (ne'er unroll'd) of human fate. 
Tha, earth and ſkies * already have proclaim d. 
The world's a prophecy of worlds to come ; * 
And who, what God foretelle (who ſpeaks in things, 
Still louder than in words) ſhall dare deny? 5 
If nature's arguments appear too weak, 
Turn a new leaf, and ſtronger read in man. 
It man ſleeps on, untaught by what be ſees, 


* | : be. 7 ; 
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Deep in rich paſture, will thy Bocks complain 3 | 
| "Not fo; but to their maſter is deny'd 
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| Can he prove infidel to what be feels ? 


He, 'whoſe blind thought futurity denies, | _. 
Unconſcious bears, Bellerophon ! like thee, 

His own indiftment ; he. condemns himſelf; : 
Who reads his boſom, reads immortal life - 

Or, nature, there, ijnipoſing on her ſons, 


Has written fables; man was made « lye. 


Why diſcontent for ever harbour d there? 


 Incurable conſumption of our peace ! | . 
' Reſolve me; why, the cottager, and king, ; 


He whom fea-fever'd realms obey, and he 


"Who firals bis whole dominion from the waſte, . 


Repelling winter blaſts with mud and ſtraw, 


| Diſquieted alike, draw Ggh for fcb. 
"In fate fo diſtant; in complaint fo near? 


Is it, that things terreſtial can't content? 


To ſhare their ſweet ſerene. Man, ill at caſe, 


In this; not his own place, this ſorcign -field, 
Where nature fodders him with other food, 


Than was ordain'd his cravings to ſuffice, 
Poor in abundance, famiſh'd at a feaſt, a 
Sighs on for ſomething more, when moſt enjoy'd, 


Is heav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee ? 
Not fo; thy paſture richer, but remote; 

In part, remote: for that remoter part 

Man bleats from inſtinct, tho, perhaps, debauch'd | 
By fenſe, his reaſon fleeps, nor dreams the cauſe. 
The cauſe. hoy obvious, when his reaſon wakes 
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hall fone of either, Bail the dlead.of bens's, 5 


get up their hopes on nh, and liz bare, 
With brutal due ee them 2 
Lorenzo! no! they (hull ve nahe Si; 
The glorious foreigners, düst, all sb 
On thrones; and bin congratuilate the fagh : 
Man's miſery declares him bonn for blife; 
His anxious heart uſſeris che truth | frag, 


Tumniſtuees viſe, und tempeſt human life: 


What prize on canth ee wer che ders? 


Mect-objefs for cur paſſions henr'n. crdain'd, | 


Objects cut -«challenge:all their Gre, and leave 85 


No fault, but in-&feft: bleſt e νẽ, ert 
A bounded dur for unbounded blifs; 

O for a bliſs wrbounded] far beneath 

A Dal mme, i mortal yoy. 

Nor are vur pow'rs —— 
But, after feeble , ene, emen 

A brighter fan, and. in u noliler mil, 
Prunſplanted from this ſublunary bed, 


Shell Bourih Hair, and put forth all their bloom. 


enn progreſd ve, inſtiaR is complete; 


I 
— 


5 NIGHT TEIL SZVZN TH fr 
"1 Swift inſtin& leaps; flow reaſon feebly climbs, 
| Brutes ſoon their zenith reach; their little all 
Flows in at once; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Were man to live coEral with the ſun, 
we patriarch-pupit would be learning at 
| Yet, dying, leave bis leſſun half. unlearut. 
Men periſh in advatice, as if the ſun 
* ſet e er noon, in enſterm oceans drown'd x 
If fit, with dim Aluſtrious to compare, 
The ſun's meridian, with: the foul: of man. 
Teoman, why; tcepdame nature! fo ſevere ? * 
Why thrown aſide thy maſter · piece | 
While meancr efforts thy taft hand enjoy? 
Or, if abortively poor man' muſt dis, 
Nor reach, Shas reach he might, why dic in dread t 
Why curſt-with forcfight d wiſe to miſevy ? - 
Why of his proud prerogative the prey? 
Why leſs pre-eminent in rank, than pain? 
| His immortality alone can tell; 
Full ample fund to balance all amiſs, 
And turn the ſcale in favour of the juſt! 
| His immortality alone can ſolve 
Of all the darkeſt, if at death we die. 
Hope, eager hope, th' aflafin of our joy, 
All prefent bleſſings treading under-foot, 
Is ſcarce a milder tyrant than deſpair. | 
With no paſt toils content, till planning new, 
Ts — rctt 
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Poſſeſſion, why, more taſteleſs than purſuit ? 
Why is 2-wiſh far dearer than a crown ? 


That wiſh nccompliſh'd, why, the grave of bliſs? 


Becauſe, iff the great future bury'd deep, 

Beyond our plans of empire, and renown, 

Lies all that man with ardor ſhould purſue; 

And he who made him, bent him to the right. 
Man's heart th'ALmIGnTr to the future * 

By ſecret and inviolable ſprings ; | 

And makes his hope his ſublunary joy. 9 

Man's heart eats all things, und is hungry ſlill; 


More, more l' the. glatten cries: for foncthing new : 


80 rages appetite, if man can't mount, 
He will deſcend. He ſtarves on the poſſeſt. 


Hence, the werbe matter, from ambition's fpire, __ 


In Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the brute. 
In that rank ſty why wallow'd empire's fon 
Supreme ? becauſe he could no higher fly ; 
His riot was ambition in deſpair. 1 
Old Rome conſulted birds; Lorenzo! thoa 


With more ſucceſs, the fight of hope ſurvey; 7; 


Of reſtleſs hope, for ever on the wing, 
High- perch'd o'er ev'ry- thought that, falcon ſits, 
To fly at all that riſes in her fight; 

And, never ſtooping, but. to mount again 


Next moment, ſhe betrays her aim's miſtake, _ 


And owns her-quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 
There ſhould it fail us (it muſt fail us there, 
Tf being fails) more mournful riddles riſe, 

And virtue vies with hope in myſtery. 


— 
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Why virtue! where its praiſe, 1 
Vi: tue is true ſelf-intereſt purſu d 
What true ſelf-intereſt of ted man? 
To cloſe with all that makes him beppy here. 
If vice (as ſometimes) is our friend on earth, 
Then vice. is virtue; tis our ſor'reign good... 
la ſelf-applauſe is virtae's golden prize; 
No ſeli · applauſe attends it on thy ſcheme: 
Whence ſelt · applauſe? from conſcience of the right, 
And what is right, but means of happineſs? 
No means of happineſs when virtue yields; 
That baſis failing, falls the building too, 
And lays in ruin ev'ry virtuous joy. 
The rigid guardian of a blameleſs heart, 
$0 long rever'd, long reputed wiſe, | 
Is weak; with rank knight-errantrics o er- run. 
Why beats thy boſom with illuſtrious dreams 
Of ſelf-expoſure, laudable, and great? 
Of gallant enterprize, and glorious death? 
Die for thy country? — thou romantic fool 
Seize, ſcize the plank thyſelf, and let her fink: 
Thy country! what to thee the Godhead; what- 
(1 ſpeak with awe?) tho he ſhould bid thee bleed ? 
If, with thy blood, thy final hope is ſpilt, 
Nor can omaipotence reward the blow, 
Be deaf; preſerve thy being diſubex . 
Nor is it diſobedience: know, Lorenzo! 
Whate' er th AturcaTY's ſubſequent command, 
His firſt command is this: Man, love * 
— TIO are not free. | 


2 
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Exiſtence is the buſis, blifs the prize ; 36.77 


If virtue coſts exiſtence, 'tis a crime; 
Bold violation of our law ſupreme. 
Black ſuicide; tho' nations, which conſult 
Their gain, aj thy expence, rc ſound applauſe. 
Since virtue's recompence is doubtful, here, 
I man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
Why is man ſuffer'd to be good in vain? 
Why to be good in vain, is man enjoio'd ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man betray'd? 
Betray'd by traitors lodg'sd in bis own breaſt, 
By ſweet complacencics from virtue felt? 
Why whiſpers nature lyes on virtue's part? 
Or if blind inſtin& (which afſumes the name 
Of ſacred conſcience) plays the fool in man, 
Why reaſon made accomplice in the cheat ? 
Why are the wiſeſt loudeſt in her praiſe ? 
Can man by reaſon's beam be led aſtray ? 
Or, at his peril imitate his God ? | 
Since virtue ſometimes zuins us on earth, 
Or both are true; or, wan ſurvives the grave. 
Or man ſurvises the grave, or own, Lorenzo, : 
Thy b. aſt ſupreme. a wild abſurdity. | TY 
Dauntleſs thy ſpirit ; cowarcs are thy ſcorn. A 
Grant man immortal, and thy ſcorn is juſt. 
The man immortal, catianally brave, | 
' Dares ruſh on death het auſe we cannot die. 
But if man loſes all, when life is loſt, e 
He lives a coward, or à fool expires. % 
A daring infidel (and ſuch there are, - 29606 We | 


— 
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From pride, example, lucre, rage. revenge, 
Of pure heroical defect of thought) 
Of all earth's maden. moſt deſerves a chaig.! 
When to the grave we follow the renown'd 
For valour, virtue, ſcicace, all we love. 
Aad all we praiſe; for worth, whoſe noone beam, 
' Enabling us to think in higher ſtyle, 
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers; 
Dream: we, that luſtre of the moral world * 
Goes out in ſtench, and rotteneſs the cloſe ? 
| Why was he wiſe to know, and warm to praiſe, 
And ſtrenuous to tranſcribe, in human life, 
The mind AimicuTy ? could it be, that fate, 
Juſt when the lineameuts began to ſhine, 
And dawn the Dairy ſhould ſnatch the draught, 
Wich night eternal blot it out, and give 
The ſkies alarm leſt angels too might die? 
If human fouls, why not angelic too 
. Entinguilh'd ? and a ſolitary Go, | 
Ober ghaſtly ruin, frowning from his throne 2. 
. Shall we this moment gaze oa Gon in man? 
The next, loſe man for ever in the duſt? 
From duſt we diſengage, or min miſtaucs:; 
And there, where leaſt his judgment fears a flaw. + 
Wiſdom and worth, how boldly he commen4s ! 
Wiſdom and worth. are ſacred names: revrr d, 
Where not embrac d. applauded! deify d! 
| Why not compaſſian'd too? If ſpirits die, 
Both are calamities, inflited both. | 
* Wiſdom's eye 


WV 
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Acute, for what ? to, ſpy. more miſeries :: 
And worth, fo recompens d, new - points their tings. 
Or man farmounts.the grave, or gain is loſs, . 
And worth exalted bambles us the more. 
Thou wilt not. patrovize a ſcheme that makes 
Weakneſs, and vice, the refuge of mankind. _- 
Has virtue, then, no joys ?*---yes, joys dear bought. 
Talk ne'er fo lang, in this imperfect ſtate, 
Virtue, and vice, are at eternai- war. | 
Virtue's a cowbat ; and who fights for nought 2? 
@r for precarieus, or for fmall reward ? | 
| Who virtue's felge ward. fo loud refound, 
Would take degrees angelic. here below, 
And virtue, while they compliment, betray, 
By ſechle motives, and aofaithful guards. 
The crown, th' ubfadiog-crown, her ſoul inſpires; - 
The body's wach nien, aodehe world's affaults: - 


| 


On earth's poor pay aur mh d virtue dies. 


Truth inoonteſtible! . in ſpite of all „ + 
ABA has preack'd,, or a t ddicv'd.. : 
In man the more we dive, the more we. fee 
Hearv'n's ſignet ſtamping an immortal make. E 
Dive to the bottam-of- bis Hul, the baſe 


Suſtaining ail ;-what fade 2 knowledge; doo. 


As light, and beat, eſſemt ial toithe ſun, ; 
Theſe to the Gl. iAnd-why; if. ſuuls enpire? 


| How little lovely.bere ) bow-little knen ?? 


| Small knowledge wu Mig ap with codlefs ois 


And love,aafcigufd:may purchaſe p , - -: 


*» 
> 
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Why ſtarv'd, on earth, our angel - appetites; | 
While brutal are indulg'd their fulſome fill ? 
Were then capacities divine conferr'd, N 
As a mock diadem, in ſavage fport, 
' Rank inſult of our pompous poverty, 
| Which reaps but pain, from ſeeming claims fo fie q 
q la future age lies no redreſs ? and ſhuts 1 

Eternity the door on our complaint? 

If fo, for-what ſtrange-ends were mortals made! 

The worſt to wallew, and the beſt to weep ; 
| The man who merits moſt, muſt moſt complain; 

| Can: ve conceive a diſregard in heav'n, | 

What the worſt perpetrate, or beſt endure ? 

This cannot be. To love, and know, in man 

Is boundleſs appetite, and boundleſs power; 

And theſe demonſtrate boundleſs objects too. 

Objetts,- pow'rs, appetites, heav'n ſuits in all; 

Nor, nature thro, cer violates this ſweet, 
| Fternal concord, on her tunefoliftring. 
| Is man he ſole exception from her laws? 
3 Eternity ſtruck ol from heman hope, | 

(I ſpeak with truth, but veneration too) oY 
IV. is a monſter; the reprouch of heaven, * 
; A ſtain, a dark impenetrable cloud 
3 On nature's beauteons aſpect; and deſorms, 
3 (Amazing blot !) deforms her with her lord. 
If ſuch is mat s allotm ent, at is heaven! 

Or own the ſout immortal, or blaſpbeme. 
Or own the ou immortal, ot invert 


I . * 
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And bow to thy ſuperiors of the ſtall 


ok 


Thro* e ry ſcene of ſenie ſuperior far: « ; 
They graze the turf untill d; they_driok the ſiream . 


Uabrew'd, and ever full, and unembitter d 8 
With doubts, fears, frutleſs hopes, regrets, deſpairs; | 
Mankind's peculiar! reaſon's precious do wer! | 
No foreign clime they ranſack for their robes ; 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar: | 
Theis good is good intire, namix'd, uamarr'd; | | 
They find a paradiſe in ev'ry field, , 
On boughs forbidden where no curſes hang 2 
Their ill no more than ſhikes the ſenſe ; uuſtretcht 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear: 
When the worſt comes, it comes unfeat d one ſtroke 
Begins, and ends, their woe; they die but once; 
Bleſt. incommunicable privilege l for which 4 | 
Proud man, who-rules the globe, and reads the lar, 
— Philoſopher, or hero, ſighs in vain. 9 
Account for this prerogative in brutes. 2 
No day, no glimpſe of day, to ſolve the knot. 
But what beams on it from eternity. 
O ſole and ſweet ſolution! that unties 
The difficult, and ſoftens the ſevere; ; 
The cloud on nature's beauteous face diſpels; 
Reſtores bright order ; caſts the brute beneath 3 
And re-inthrones us in ſupremacy 
Of joy, ev'n here: admit immortal life, 
And virtue is knight-errantry no more; 
Each virtue brings in hand a golden dower, 
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And inentinguiſhable nature; ſpeak. 
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Aud tho“ much bitter in our cup is thrown, 


Predominates, and gives the taſte of heaven. 
o whiertfore is the DerTy fo kind? 
Aſtoniſhing beyond aſtoniſhment ! 

Heav'n our reward for heav'n enjoy'd below. 


Still unſubdu'd thy ſtubborn heart For there 


The traitor lerks, who doubts the truth I ſing. 


| Reaſon is guiltleſs; will alone rebels. 


What, in that ſtubborn heart, if I ſhould find. 
New, unexpected witneſſes againſt thee ! 
Ambition, pleaſure, aud the love of gain 


Canſt thou ſuſpect, that theſe, which make the foul: 
The flare of earth, ſhould own her-heir of heav'n? 


Canſt thou ſuſpect what makes us diſbelieve 
Our immortality, ſhould prove it ſure ? 

Firſt, then, ambition: ſammon to the bar. 
Atabition's ſhame, .cxtravagance, diſguſt, . 


Each much degoſes; hear them in their turn. 
Thy foul, how paſſionately fond of fame 
How anxious, that fond paſſon to conceal ! 


We bluſh; detected in deſigns on praiſe, 


Thoꝰ for beſt deeds, and from the beſt of men 3 
And why? becauſe: immortal. Art divine 
Has made the body tutor to the foul ; 
Heav'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow ; 
Bids it aſcend the glowing check, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim, 
Which ſtoops to court a character from man: 
While o er. us, in tremendous judgment 6t 
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Far more than man, with endleſs praiſe, and blame. 
| Ambition's boundlcſs appetite out-ſpeaks _ 
The verdict of its ſhame. When ſouls take fire 
At high preſumptions of their own deſert, _ 
One atze is poor applauſe ; the mighty ſhout, 

The thunder by the living few begun, 

Late time muſt echo; worlds unborn, reſfound, _. 
We wiſh our names eternally to live: 5 : 
Wid dream! which ner bad haunted buman though, 
Had not our. natures been eternal too. | 
Inſtin& points out an int'reſt in hereafter; 

But our blind reaſon ſces not where it lies; 

Or, ſeeing, gives the ſubſtance for the ſhade. 

 _ Fame is the ſhade of immortality, | 
And in itſelf a ſhadow. Soon as caught, 
Contemn d; it ſhrinks to nothing in the graſp; 
Conſult th* ambitious, tis ambition's cure. Py 
And is this all? N 15 
Diſguſted], This third proof ambitiom brings .. 
Of immortality. The firſt in fame, 
Obſerve him near, your envy will abate: 
Sham'd at the diſproportion vaſt, between 


* 


{ \ 


The paſſion, and the purchaſe, he will b |, 


At ſuch ſucceſs, and bluſh at his renown. 


And why ? becauſe far richer prize invites 


His heart; far. more illuſtrious glory calls; 
It calls in whiſpers, yet the deafeſt hear. 


And can ambition a fourth proof ſupply?” ko 1 


It can, and ſtronger than the former three; 


RENT 
'Yet * o erlookꝰ d by ſome reputed wile. 
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| Tho! diſappointments in ambition. pain, 


And tho ſucceſs diſguſts ; yet ſtill, Lorenzo! 

In vain we ſtrive to pluck it from our hearts; 

By nature planted for the nobleſt end. 
Abſurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus giv'n, | 
More prais'd, than ponder d: ſpecious, but unſound: 
Sooner that hcro's fword the world had quell'd, 
Than reaſon, his ambition. Man muſt ſoar. 

An obſtinate aQivity within, 

An inſuppreſſive ſpring, will toſs him up 


| 1a ſpite of fortune's load. Not kings alone, 
| Each Villager has his ambition too; 


No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd flare: 
$laves build their little Babylons of ſtraw, 


+ Echo the proud Aſſyrian, in their hearts, 


And cry,—* Behold the wonders of my might T- 
And why ? becauſe immortal as their lord; 


And fouls immortal muſt forever heave 


At ſomething great, the glitter, or the gold; 


| The praiſe of mortals, or the praiſe of heaven. 


Nor abſolutely vain is human praiſe, 


When human is ſupported by divine. 


Ti introduce Lorenzo to himſelf: | x 
Pleaſure and pride (bad maſters!) ſhave our hearts. 
As love of pleaſure is ordain'd to guard Wu” 
And feed our bodies, and-extend our race; 
The love of praiſe is-planted to protect, 

And propagate the glories of the mind. - 
What is it, but the love of praiſe, inſpires, - 
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'Earth's happineſs ? from that, the delicate, 41 | 

The grand; the marvellous, of civil life, 
Want and convenience, under-werkers, lay 1 
Nor is thy life, O virtue l leſs in debt 
To praiſe, thy ſeeret ſimulating friend. . 
Were men not proud, what merit (hould we miſs | - 
Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world. 
Praiſe is the ſalt that ſeaſons right to man, 9 
Thirſt of applauſe is virtue s ſecond guard; - 
Reaſon, her ficſt ; but reaſon wants an aid 
Our private reaſon is a ſlatterer 

To poiſe our n, to keep an ever ſcale, 

And give -endanger'd virtue fairer play. 
Here a fifth: proof ariſcs, ſtronger Mill : 

Why this ſo nice eonſtraQtion of our hearts? 
Theſe delicate: moralities of ſenſe; 

This conſtitutional reſerve of aid 
To ſuccout virtue, -when our reaſon fails; 

H virtue, kept alive by cure and toil, 

And, oft, the mark of injuries on earth, 
When labour d to maturity (its bill 
Of diſciplines, and pains, unpaid) muſt- dic : 
Why freighted- rich, to daſh 'againſt a rock ? 
Were man to periſh when moſt fit to live, 
O how miſpent were all theſe ſtratagems, 
By fill divine inworen-in. our frame? | | 
Where arc heav'n's holineſs and merey fled? . 


SS c 00 om . oc .Dv£v+m — cc =o 0 TEES CER  " ” wa” Far * 


NIGHT THE SEVENTH. ws” 


Lenghs bern, at once, at vitae, . 
If not, why that diſcourag d, this deſtroy d: 
Thus far ambition. What ſays avarice? | 
This her chief manim, which has long been thine 
The wiſe and wealthy are the fame -l grant it. 
To ſtore up treaſure, with inceſſant toil, 
This is man's province, this his higheſt praiſe. 
To this great end keen inſtin ſtings him on. 
To guide that inſtinct, reaſon is thy charge 3 
Tis thine to tell us where true treaſure lies 3 
But, reaſon failing te diſcharge her teuſt, . 
Or ta the deaf diſcharging it in vain, 
A blunder follows; and blind induſtry, 
Gall'd by the ſpur, but ſtranger to the courſe, 
(The courſe where ſtakes of more than gold ans won) 
O'erloading, with the cares of diſtant age, 
The jaded ſpirits of the preſent hour, 
© Thou ſhalt not covet, is a wiſe command: 
But bounded te the wealth the ſan ſurveys; 
Look farther, the command ſtands quite revers'd, | 
And aw rice is a virtue moſt divine. | 
Is faith a refuge for our happineſs? 
Moſt ſure : and is it not for reaſon too? 
Nothing this world unriddles, but the next. 
Whence inextioguiſhable thirſt of gain? 
From incxtinguiſhable life in man 
Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the lien, 
Had wanted wing to fly ſo far in guilt. - | 
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Yet till their root is immortality. 
Theſe its wild growths fo bitter, and fo baſe, 
(Pain and reproach ! religion can reclaim, 
Refine, exalt, throw down their pois'nous lee, 
And make them ſparkle in the bowl of bliſs. 
See, the third witneſs laughs at bliſs remote, 
And falſely promiſes an Eden here: 
Truth he ſball ſpeak for once, tho' prone to lye, 
A common cheat, and pleaſure is her name. 
To pleaſure never was Lorenzo deaf; 

Since nature made us not more fond than proud 
Of happineſs (whence hypocrites in joy! 
Makers of mirth! artificers of ſmiles!) 
Why ſhould the joy moſt poignant ſenſe affords, 
Burn us with bluſhes, and rebuke our pride? 
Thoſe heav'n-born bluſtes tell us man deſcends, 
Ev'n in the zenith of his earthly blifs : 
Should reaſon take her infidel repoſe, 
This honeſt inſtin& ſpeaks our lineage high; 
'Thisiinſtin calls on darkneſs to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the ſtalls. 
Our glory covers us with noble ſhame, 
And he that's unconfounded, is unmann'd, 
| The man that bluſbes, is not quite a brute. 
Thus far with thee, Lorenzo! will 1 cloſe; 
Pleafure is good, and man for pleaſure made; 


But pleaſure full of glory, as of joy; = 


Pleaſure, which neither bluſhes, nor expires. 
The witneſſes are heard; the cauſe is erg 


| 
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Let confilence te the Mess in der cms, 


Dearer than deeds that half. a realm convey: 


Thus, ſeal'd by truth, th' authentic record runs. 
Know, all; know, infidels,—unapt to know! . 
6 'Tis immortality your nature ſolves; 
© 'Tis immortality. decyphers. man, . 
And opens all the myſt'rics of his make. 
Without it, half his inſtinQt are a riddle ;. 
Without it, all his virtues are a dream. 
His very crimes atteſt his dignity ; 
+ His fateleſs thirſt of pleaſure, gold, and me, 
* Declares him born for bleſſings infinite: 
What If than infinite, makes un-abſurd 
*. Paſſions, which all on earth but more inflames ? 
© Fierce paſſions, ſo mis-meaſur'd to this ſcene, - 
*-Stretch'd out, like cagles wings, beyond our neſt, 
6 Far, far beyond the worth of all below, ; 
For earth too large, preſage. a nobler flight, 
And evidence our title to the ſkies.” | | 

Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind! 
Whoſe conſtitution diftates to your, pen, | 
Who, cold yourſelves, think ardor comes from hell | 
Think not our paſſions from corruption ſprung, 
Though to corruption now they lend their” — 
That is their miſtreſs, not their mother. All 4 
(And juſtly) reaſon deem divine: | ſee, 
I feel a grandeur in the paſſions too, 
Which ſpeaks their high deſcent, and glorious end; 
Which ſpeaks them rays of an eternal fire. 
RR 
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Ere Adam fell; tho' wiſer in their aim. 
Like the proud eaſtern, truck by Providence, 


What tho” our paſſions are run mad, and ſtoop . 


With low terreſtrial appetite. to graze | 

On traſh, on toys, dethron'd from high defire ? 

| Yet ſtill, thro* their diſgrace, a feeble ray 

Of greatneſs ſhines, and tells us whence they fell : 


But theſe (like that fallen monareh when reclaim'd) 


When reaſon moderates the reign right, 

Shall re-aſcend, re-mount+their former ſphere, 
Where once they ſoar d illuſtrious; ere feduc'd 
Dy wanton Eve's debanch, to ſtroll on carth, 
And ſet the ſublunary world on fire. 

| Tut gant thee pidamcy faflo; nne 
To diſappoint one providential end, | 

For which heaven blew up arder in our hearts 
Were reaſon filent. bound leſi paſſion ſpeaks 

A future ſcene of boundleſs objects tor, 

And brings glad tdings of eternal day. 

Eternal day! tis that enlightens all; 3 

And all, by that enfighten'd, proves it ſure. 
Conſider man as an immortal being, 

Intillegible all; and all is great ; 

A cryſtallize tranſparency prevails, 

And ſtrikes full luſtre, thro the human ſphere; 
_ Conſider man as mortal, all is dark, 

And wretched; reaſon weeps at the ſurvey. 

The learn'd Lorenzo cries, © and let her weep, 


| © Weak, modern reaſon: ancient times were wiſe. _ 


* Authority, that venerable guide, 
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© Stands on my part; the fam'd Athenian porch 
* (And who for wiflom ſo renown'd as they ? | 
© Deny'd this immortality to man.“ 
I grant it; but affirm, they pro d it too. 
A riddle this! — have patience; I'll explains 
What noble vanities, what moral flights, 
Glitt'ring thro' their romantic wiſdom's page, 
Mike us, at once, deſpiſe them, and admire ?. 
Fable is flat to theſe high · ſeaſon d fires; 
They leave th' extravagance of ſong below. 
* Fich ſhall not feel or, feeling, ſhall enjoy 
© Che dagger or the rack: to them. alike 
A bed of roſes, or the burning bull.“ 
In men exploding all beyond the grave, 
Strange doctrine, this l As doctrine, it as ſtrange; 
But not, as prophecy; for ſuch it provid, 
And, to their own amazement. was fuifill'd : N 
They feign'd a firmneſs Chriſtians need nut feign. 
The Chriſtian truly-triumph'd in the flame: 
The Stoic ſaw, in double wonder loſt, 
Wonder at them and wonder at himſclf, 
| To find the bold adventures of his thought 
Not bold, and that he ſtrove to lye in vai. 
Wbence. then, thoſe thoughts? thoſe. tow ring 
thoughts, that flew 
Such monſtrous hcights !--From inftinQ, and from pride, 
The glorious inſtinct of a deathleſi ſoul, 
Caafus dly conſcious of her dignity, | 
Suggeſted truths they could not underſtand. 
Ia luſt's dominion, and in paſſiun s ſtorm, , 
ES 49 Ce 
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| Troth's ſyſtem broken, ſeatter'd fragments lay; 

As light in chaos, glimm'ring thro' the gloom: 

Smit with the pomp of lofty ſentiments, 

| Pleas'd pride proclaim'd, what reaſon dilſbelicy'd. 

Pride, like the Delphie prieſteſs, with a ſwell, 

Rav'd nobſenſe, deſtin d to be future ſenſe, 

When life immortal, in full day, ſhould ſhine ; 
And death's dark ſhadows fly the goſpel ſun. 

| They ſpoke, what nothing but immortal fouls 


Could ſpeak; and thus the truth they queſtion'd,prov's. | - 


Can then abſurdities, as well as crimes, | 
Speak man immortal? all things ſpeak him fo. 
Much has been utg d; and doſt thou call for more ? 
Call; and with endlefs queſtions be diſtreſt, 
Al nnreſolvable, if earth is all. 
* Why life, s moment; infinite, defire ? 
Our wiſh, etcrnity ? Our home, the grave? 
_ © Heav'n's promiſe dormant lies in buHan hope; 
_ © Who wiſhes life immortal, proves it too. | 
© Why happineſs purfu'd, tho' never found ? 
© Man's thirſt of happiacſs declares it is 
(For nature never gravitates to nought;) - 
That thirſt unquencht declares it is not here. 
© My Lacis, thy Clarif, call to thought; 
Why cordial fricndſhip fiveted fo deep, 
© As hearts t6 pierce at firſt, at parting, rend, 
« If friend, and friendſhip; vaniſh in an hour? 
© Is not this torment i the maſk of joy? 
Why by reflection marr'd the joys of fene? 
_ * Why paſh, and future, preying on ou hearts? 


| 
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And putting all our preſent joys to death? 

© Why labours reaſon ? inſtin were as well; 

© Inſtin&, far better; what can chuſe, can err: 
© O how infallible the thoughtleſs brote! 

c* I'were well his holineſs were half as ſure. 

© Reaſon with inclination, why at war? 


_ © Why ſenſe of guilt ? Why conſcience up in arms f 


Conſcience of guilt, is prophecy of pain; 
And boſom-connſel to decline the blow. 
Reaſon with inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 

If nothing future paid forbearance here. 

Thus on—theſe, and a thovſand pleas uncall'd, 
All promiſe, ſome enſure, a ſecond ſcene ; 
Which, were it doubtfal, would be dearer far 
Than all things clſe moſt certain ; were it falſe; 


What truth on earth ſo precious 2s the lye? 


This world it gives us, let what will enſue; 


This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope: 


The future of the preſent is the ſoul: 


Hor this life groans, when ſever d from the next? 


Poor, mutilated wretch, that difbelieves! 
By dark diſtruſt, his being cat in two, 
In both parts periſhes; life void of joy 


. Sad prelude of eternity in pain! 


Couldit thou perſtads me. the next life could fi 


My bleeding heart in anguiſh,” new, as deep! 
Oh! with what thoughts, thy hope, "= en 

Abhorr'd anniunaTion? blaſts the foul, 9 
And wide e ende che boundy of human woc 


20⁰ THE COMPLAINT: 
Could I believe Lorenzo's ſyſtem true, 
In this black channel would my ravings run. 
_ © Grief from the future borrow'd peace, cre-while, 
© The future vaniſh'd ! and the preſent pain'd! 
* Strange import of unprecedented ill! 
© Fall, how profound! like Lucirzs's. the fall! 
©-Unequal fate! his fall without his guilt! 
© From where fond hope built her pavilion high, 
© The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hul'd at once 
© To night! to ndthing! darker till than night. 
If 'twas a dream, why wake me, my worlt foe, 
* Lorenzo! boaſtful of the name of friend! 
O for deluſion! O for error (till! 
Could vengearce ſtrike much ſtronger than to plant 
© A thinking being in a world like this, 
© Not over-rich before, now beggar'd quite; 
More curſt than at the fall the ſun goes out! 
The thorns ſhoot up!” what thorns in cv'ry thought! 
© What ſenſe of better? it imbitters worſe. b 
« Why ſenſe? why life ? if but to ſigh, then fink 
* Io what I was! twice nothing! and much woe! 
© Wor, from heav*n's bounties! woe from what was 
To flatter moſt, high intellectual powers. [wont 
© Thought, virtue. knowledge! bleſſings. by thy ſcheme, 
All poiſon'd into pains. Firſt, knowledge, once 
* My ſoul's ambition, now her greateſt dread. | 
* To know myſelf, true wiſdom? No, to ſhun 
© That ſhockiag ſcience, patent of deſpair! 
5 Avert thy mirror: If I ſce I die. 
6 > Know my Creator? 2 bis bleſt abode 
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© By painful ſpeculation, pierce the vale, 

Dire in his nature, read his attributes, 

And gaze in admiration on a foe, 

oObtrudint life, with- holding happineſs ! 

* From the full rivers that ſurround his throne, 

© Not letting fall one drop of joy on man; 

Man gaſping for one drop, that he might ceaſe 

To curſe his birth, nor envy reptiles more! 

© Ye ſable clouds! ye darkeſt ſhades of night! 

Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thought, 

* Once all my comfort; ſource, and ſoul of joy! 

© Now leagu'd with furies, and with thee, againſt me. 
© Know his-atchievements ? ſtudy his renown? 

* Contethplate this amazing univerſe, | 

* Devpt from his hand, with miracles replete! 

* For what? mid miracles of nobler name, 

To find'one miracle of miſery ? | 

To find the being. which alone can know 

* And praiſe his works, a blemiſh om his praife? 

* Thro' nature's ample range, in thought, to ſtroll, 

Aud ſtart at man, the fingle mourner there, 

Ann hope! chain'd down to pants and death! 

© Knowing is ſuff ring: and ſhall virtue ſhare 

The figh of knowledge ?—rirtue ſhares the ſigh. 

© By ſtrathing up the ſteep of excellent, 

© By battles fought, and, from temptation, won, 

Wheat gains Ge, but the pang of ſeeing worth, 

Angelic worth, ſoon fhifficd in the dark 


Lorenzo. 
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© With ev'ry vice, and ſwept to brutal duſt?” 

© Merit is madneſs; virtue is a crime; 

© A crime to reaſon, if it coſts us pain | 
_ © Unpaid: what pain, amidſt a thouſand more, 
© To think the moſt abandon'd. after days 

© Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death. 
As ſoft a pillow, nor make fouler clay! 
Duty! religion !—theſe, our duty done, 
© Imply reward. Religion is miſtake. 

Duty !—there's none, but to repel the cheat. 
© Ye cheats ' away! ye daughters of my pride! 
©. Who feign yourſelves the fay'rites of the ſkies 3 
© Ye tow'ring. hopes! abortive energies ! | 
© That toſs, and ſtruggle, in my lying breaſt, 


To ſcale the ſkies, and build preſumptions there, 


As I were heir of an eternity. 

© Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 
© Why travel far in queſt of ſure defeat ? 

© As bounded as my being, be my wiſh. 


„All is inverted, wiſdom is a fool.. 1 


© Senſe! take the rein; blind paſſion! drive us on; 

And, ignorance ! befriend us on our way; | 

© Ye new, but trueſt patrons of our peace ! 

Les; give the pulſe full empire; live the brute, 

Since, as the. brute we die. The ſum of man, 

© Of godlike man! to revel, and to rot. | 
gut not on equal terms with other brutes: 

© Their revels a more poignant reliſh yield, 

And ſaſer too, they never poiſons chuſe. 
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And ſends all-marring murmur far away. 
* For ſenſual life they beſt philoſophize ; 


* Theirs, that ſerene, the fages ſought in vain: 
© "Tis man alone expoſtulates with heav'n ; 


His, all the pow'r, and all the cauſe, to mourn. 


2 Shall human eyes alone diſſolve in tears? Ja 

© And bleed, ip anguiſh, none but human hearts? 

© The wide-ſtretcht realm of intellectual woe, 

© Surpaſſing ſenſual far, is all our own. ; 

© In life ſo fatally diſtingniſh'd, why | 

*-Caſt in one lot, confounded, lumpt, in death ? 
© Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt? - 


+ | * Why thunder'd this peculiar clauſe againſt us, 


© All-mortal, and all-wretched !—— have the ſkies 

© Reaſons of ſtate, their ſubjets may not ſcan, 

© Nor humbly reaſon, when they ſorely ſigh ? 

* All-mortal, and all-wretched ! tis too much; 

© Unparallel'd in nature: tis too much | 

On being anrequeſted at thy hands, 255 

Omnipotent for I ſee nought but power. / 
And why fee that? why thought? to toil, and ent, 

* Then mote curbedl in durkack, neote os thought, - 

What ſuperfluities are reas ning ſouls! 

Oh give eternity ! or thought deſtroy. 

* But without thought our curſe were half - unfelt; 

Its blunted edge would ſpare the throbbing heart: 


© And, therefore. tis beſto d. 1 thank thee, reaſon! 


For aiding life's: too ſmall calamities, 


And giving being to the dread of death. 


- | * Such are-thy bountics!—Was it they too minck 
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© For me, to treſpaſs on the brutal rights ? 

Too much for heav'n-to-make one emmet more? 
* Too much for chaos to permit my maſs 50 
A longer ſtay with eſſences unwrought, | 
© Unfaſhion'd, untormented into man? 

* Wretched, prefermeut to this round of pains | 

| © Wretchpd capacity of dying, life! 


_ * Life, thought, worth, wildom, all (0 foul revole!)| 


Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe... 


Death, then, has cbang'd its nature toos O death} | 


Come to my boſom, thou beſt gift of heav'n! 
* Beſk friend of. man! ſince man is, man no mor. 
* Why.in this thorny wilderneſs, fo long, 

+ Sincg there's no.prowis'd land's ambroal bewer, 
To pay me with its honey for my ſtings } 

* If needful to the ſelfiſh ſchemes of heswen 
© To ſling us ſore, why morkt our miſery? 
23 

* Why this illuſtrious canopy diſplay'd? - 

* Why. ſo magnibcently lodg'd deſpair? 

© At tated periods, ſure returning, roll 

* Theſe glorious orby, that mortals. may compute 
Their length of labours, and of pains ; . 
* Their miſery s full meaſure Smiles with flowert, 
* And fruits, promiſcuous, ever-teeming earth, , 
That man may laoguiſh in luxurious ſcenes, . 


And in an Eden mourn bis witber'd joys ? - 


Claim earth and ſkies, man's admiration, due. 
Fon ſuch dclights! Bleſt animals, tos wiſe OT 


r 
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| © To wonder; and too happy to complain! 


Our doom decreed demands a mournful ſcene 2 
Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn d? 
Why not the dragon's ſubterrancous den, 

For man to howl in? why not his abode 


© Of the ſame diſmal colour with his fate ? | 


© A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaſt cxpenice 


« Of time, toil, treafure, art, for owls and adders, 


© As congruous, as, for man, this lofty dome, 


| * Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high de- 


, from her humble chamber in the duſt, {fire; 
© While proud thought ſwells, and high deſire inflames, 
© The poor worm calls us for her inmates there; 

* And, round us, death's incxorable hand 


' © Draws the dark curtain cloſe; undrawn no more. 


© Undrawn no more! — behind the cloud of death, 
© Once, I beheld a ſun; a ſun which gilt 
© That fable cloud, and turn'd it all to gold; 
© How the grave's alter d! fathomlefs, as hell 
© A real hell to thoſe who dreamt of heaven. 
Annihilation ! how it yawns before me! 
* Next moment | may drop from thought, from ſenſe, 
© The privilege of angels, and of worms, | 


An outcaſt from exiſtence ! and this ſpirit, 


This all-pervading, this all-conſcious foul, * 
This particle of energy divine, 
© Which travels nature, flies from tar to ſtar, 


| | * And riſits gods, and emulates their powers, 


© For ever is cxtinguiſh'd. Horror ! death! 


— wr Def 
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© When horror univerſal ſhall deſcend, | 
And heav'n's dark concave urn all human race, 
On that enormous, untefunding tomb, 
'* How juſt this verſe! this monumental fight 
© Beneath the lumber of demoliſh'd worlds! 
© Deep in the rubbiſh of the gen ral wreck, 
'© Swept ignominious to the common maſs . 
4 Of matter, never 'd with life, 


© Here lie proud rationals ; the ſons of heav'al - 


* 
* 
* 
* 
'S., 


The lords of earth l the property of worms! 
Beings of yeſterday, and no to-morrow! 
© Who liy'd in terror, and in pangs expir'd! 
All zone to rot in chaos ; or, to make 
Their happy tranſit into blocks or brutes, 
Nor longer ſully their Creator's name. 
Lorenzol hear, pauſe, ponder, and. pronounce. 
Juſt is this hiſtory ? If ſuch is man, | 
Mank ind's hiſtorian, though divine, might weep. 
And dares Lorenzo ſmile!—-1 know thee proud 


For once let pride befriend thee ; pride looks pale 


At ſuch a ſcene, and ſighs for ſomething more. 
Amidſt thy boaſts, preſumptions, and diſplays, 


And art thou then a ſhadow ? 'lefs than ſhade? 


A nothing? leſs than nothing ? to have been, 
And not to be, is lower than unborn. 


Art thou ambitious? why then make the rm 


Thioe equal ? runs thy taſte of pleafure high 2 
Why patronize ſore death of ev'ry joy? 
Charm riches ? why chuſe begg'ry in the grave, - 
3 Of cv'ry hope a bankrupt! and for ever? 
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Ambition, pleaſure, avarice, perſuade thee . 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 
They lately prov'd, thy ſoul's ſupreme deſire. 

What art thou made of? rather how unmade} 
Great nature's maſter-appetite deſtroy'd! 


Is endleſs life, and happineſs deſpis ? * 


Or both wiſh'd, here, where neither can be found? 
Such man's perverſe, eternal war with hcaven! 
Dar'ſt thou perſiſt? and is there nought on earth, 
But a long train of tranſitory forms, 

Riſing, and breaking; millions in an hour ? 0 
Bubbles of a fantaſtic deity, blown up 

Ia ſport, and then in cruelty deſtroy'd? 

Oh! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo! 


Deſtroys thy ſcheme the whole of human race? 


Kind is fell Lucifer, compar'd to thee :+ 
Oh! ſpare this waſte of being half-divine; 


| And vindicate th* oeconomy of heav'n. 


Heav'a-is all love; all joy in giving jop: 
It never had: created, but ts bleſs : 


| And hall it, then, ſtrike off the liſt of life, 


A being bleſt, or worthy ſo to be? 
Heav'n ſtarts at an annihilating God. 

Is that, all nature ſtarts at, thy deſire ? 
Art ſuch a clod to wiſh thyſelf all clay ? 4 
What is that dreadful wiſh? —— the dying groan 
Of nature, murder d by the blackeſt guilt. 
What deadly poiſon has thy nature drank? 


* lathe Sixth" Night. 
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To nature vndebanch'd no ſhock ſo great; - 
| Nature's firſt wiſh is endleſs happineſs; 
Aunihilation is aa after-thought, | 
A monſtrous wiſh, unborn till virtue dies. 
And, oh! what depth of horror lies inclos di 
For non-exiſtence no man ever wiſh' d, 
' But firſt, he wiſh'd the Deity deſtroy d. 
It ; what words are dark enough to draw 
| Thy picture true? the darkeſt are too fair. 
| Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Ot deſperation, by what fury's aid, 
In what infernal poſture of the ſoul, 
All hell invitcd, and all bell in joy 
At ſuch a birth, a birth ſo near of kin, 
Did thy foul fancy whelp fo black a ſcheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown, 
Aad deities begun, redue d to duſt? 


There's ought (thos uf bt one eternal . 


Of fecble eſſences, tumultuous driven 
Through time's rough billows into night's abyſs. 
Say, iu this rapid tide of human ruin, 


I> there no rock, on which man's toſſing thought 


Can reſt from terror, darc his fate ſurvey, 
And boldly think it ſomething to be born? 
Amid ſuch hourly wrecks of being fair, 

Is there no central, all-ſuſtaining baſe, 
All-realizing, all connecting pow'r, 

Which, as it call'd forth all things can recall, 
And force deſtruction to refund her ſpoil? 
Command the grave reſtore ber taken prey? 


| * | Ty 
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Bid death's dark vale its human harveſt yield, 
And earth, and ocean, pay their debt of man, 
True to the grand depoſit truſted there ? 
Is thete no potentate, whoſe out- ſtretcht arm, 
When rip' ating time calls forth th' appointed hour, 
pluckt from foul deraſtation's famiſh'd maw, 
Binds preſent, paſt. and future, to his throne ? 
H's throne, how glorious thus divinely grac'd, 
By germinating being, cluſt ring round! 
A garland worthy the Divinity! 
A throne, by Hcav'n's omnipatence in ſmiles, 
Built (like a Pharos tow'ring.in the waves) 
Amidſt immenſe effuſions of his love! 
An ocean of communicated bliſs i! 
An all prolific, all- preſerving God! 
This were a God indeed. And ſuch is man; 
As here preſum d: he rifes from his fall. 
" Thiak'ſt thou Omnipotence a naked root, 
Each bloſſom fair of Deity deſtcoy'd ? 
Nothing is dead; nay, —_— ; ene 
| That ever animanted humad clay, 
Now: wakes; is on the wing: and where, O IE 
Will the ſwarm ſettle ?—when the trumpet's call, 
As founding braſs, collefts us. round Heav'n's throne- 
Conglob'd, we baſk. in everlaſting day, | 
(Paternal ſplendor !) and adhere for ever. 
| e- e ee d ee 
u this vaſt veſſel of the univerſe, 
| How ſhould we graſp, as in an empty void! 
How in the pings of famiſh'd hope ekpice? - 
83 
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How bright my proſpect ſhines! how gloomy thinet - 
A trembling world! and a devouring God! 
Earth, but the ſhambles of Omnipotence! _ 
Heav'n's face all ſtain d with cauſcleſs maſſacres -/- 
Of countleſs millions, born to feel the pang * 
Of being loſt. Lorenzo! can it be? — 1 


— 


This bids us ſhudder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be born to ſuch a phantom world, 
Where nought ſubſtantial, but our mitery ? 1 
| Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diſtreſs, 47 
So ſoon to perith, and revive no more? 
The greater ſuch a joy, the more it pains. e 
A world, fo far from great (and yet bow great : 
It ſhines to thee!) there's nothing real is it; 
Being, a ſhadow! conſciouſneſs, a Cream! 
A dream, how dreadful! univerſal blank ] 
Before it, and behind! poor man, a ſpark | x | 
From non-exiſtence ſtruck by wrath divine, * 
 _ Glitt'ring a moment, nor that moment ſur ec 
*Midſt upper, nether, and ſurrounding night, 8 
His fad, ſure, ſudden ard eternal tomb! | 
+ Lorenzo! doſt thou feel theſe arguments ? ry 
Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt? 5.3 
Ho haſt thou dard the Deiety dethrone ? 5 
How dar'd indict him of a world like this ? 1 
If ſuch the world, creation was a crime; 1 


* 
0 


For what is crime, but cauſe of miſery ? 3 
Retract, blaſphemer! and unriddle this, 
Of endleſs arguments above, below, - 
bode tecchs withio, the bot refult— nk | 
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- | + Kman's immortal, there's a God in heav'n.” 


But wherefore ſuch redundancy ? ſuch waſte 
Of argument? One ſets my foul at reſt; 


One obvious, and at hand; and, oh!——at heart. 


80 juſt the ſkies, Philander's life ſo pain'd, 

His heart fo pure, that, or ſucceeding ſcenes 
Have palms to give, or ne er had he been born. 
© What an old tale is this!' Lorenzo cries— 

I grant this argument is old; but truth 
No years impair ; and had not this been true, 


| Thou never hadſt deſpis d it for its age. 


Truth is immortal as thy ſoul; and fable | 
As flecting as thy joys: be wiſe, nor make 
Heav'n's higheſt bleſſing, vengeance; O be wiſe! | 


Nor make a curſe of immortality. 


Say, know P 
Know'ſt thou th' importance of a foul immortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory: worlds on worlds! 
Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze ; 
Ten thouſand add; add twice ten thouſand more; 
Then weigh the whole; one foul outweighs them all; 


And calls th' aſtoniſhing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation poor. 

For this, believe not me; no man believe; - 
Truſt not in words, but decds ; and deeds no leſs 
Than thoſe of the Supreme ; nor bis, a few; 
Conſult them all; contulted, all proclaim 
Thy foul's importance : tremble at thyſelf; 

For whom Omanipotence has wak'd fo long: 
Has wak'd, and work d, for ages; frum the birth 
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Of nature ts this unbelieving hour. + | 
In this ſmall province of his vaſt domain . 
(All nature bow, while I pronounce his "I * 
What has God done, and not for this ſole end, 
To reſcue ſouls from death? the ſoul's high price: =- 
Is writ in all the conduct of the ſkies 7. 

The ſoul's high price is the creation's key, 
Unlocks its myſteries and naked lays 
The genuine cauſe of ev'ry deed divine: 
That, is the chain of ages; which maintains 
Their obviqus correſpondence, and unites * 
Moſt diſtant periods in one bleſt deſign: 
That, is the mighty hinge, on which have turn'd* | 
All revolutions, whether we regard — 
The natural, civil, or religious world; _. 
The former two, but ſervants to the third : 
To that their duty. done, they both expire, % 
Their maſt neu- caſt, forgot their deeds renown'd; + 
And angels aſk, * Where once they ſhone ſo fair?“ 
To lift us from this abject, to ſublime; 
This flux, to permanent; this dark, to day z 
This foul, to pure; this turbid, to ſerene; 
This mean, to mighty — for this glorious end | 
Th'Almighty; riſing, his long ſabbath broke: ©: | 
The world was made; was ruin'd; was reſtor'd 3 3 
Laws from the ſkies were publiſh'd ; were repeal d; 
aun . 
Fam d ſages lighted up the Pagan world: 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance | 
* — 
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2" | By wonders ſacred nature ſtood controul'd ; 
: The living were tranſlated; dead were rais'd : 
+' _ Avngels, and more than angels, came from heav'n; 
+ | _ And, ch H for this, deſcended lower ſtill; , 
oy Guilt. was bell's gloom; aſtoniſh'd at bis gueſt, 
x For one ſhort moment Lucifer ador'd: . 

| Lerenzo! and wilt thou do leſs? for this, 

That hallow'd page, fool's ſcoff at, was inſpir d. 

Of all theſe truths thrice-renerable code! 
Deiſts ? perform your quarantine ; and then 


» Fall proſtrate, ere you touch it, leſt you die. 
Nor leſs intenſely bent infernal powers. 
” | To mar, than thoſe of light, this end to gain. 


O what a ſcene is here. Lorenzo! wake; 
Riſe to the thought; exert, expand thy foul. 
To take the vaſt idea: it denies 
All elſe the name of Mat. Two warring worlds! 
* | Not Europe againſt Afrie ; warring worlds, 
Of more than mertal ! mounted on the wing! 
On ardent. wings of: energy, and zcal, 
Kigh-horv'ring o'er this little brand of trife! 
This ſublunary ball but ſtrife, for what? 
ln their own cauſe confliting? no; in thine, 

| In man's, His fingle int'reſt blows the flame z 
His the ſale ſtake; his fate the trumpet ſounds,. 
Which kindles war immortal. How it burns ! 
Tumultuous ſwarms of deities in arms! 

Force, force oppoſing, till the waves run high. 
And tempeſt nature's univerſal ſphere, 
Such oppolites eternal, ſtedfaſt, ſtern, 
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Such foes implacable, are good, and ill; 


Yet man. We 
Think not this fiction. There was war in bheav'n.“ 
From hear'n's high cryſtal mountain, where it hung, 


Th' Almighty's out-ſtretcht arm took down his bow, 
And ſhot his indignation at the deep : | 
Re-thunder d hell, and darted all her fires. —- 
And ſeems the ſtake of little moment ſtill ? 

And flumbers man, who ſingly cans'd the ſtorm ? 
He ſleeps. And art thou ſhockt at myſteries? 
The greateſt, thou. How dreadful to reflect, 
What ardor, care, and counſel, mortals cauſe 

In breaſts divine! how little in their owa l. 


Where e er I turn, how new proofs pour upon me! 8 


How happily this wond'rous view ſupports 

My former argument! how ſtroogly ſtrikes 
Immortal life's full demonſtration here! 

Why this exertion ? why this ſtrange regard 
From Hear'n's Omnipotent indulg'd to man 
Becauſe, in man, the glorious, dreadful pow'r, 
Duration gives importance; ſwells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day, 

What would he be? A trifle of no weightz 
Or ſtand, or fall; no matter which; he's gone. 
Becauſe immortal, therefore is indulg'd 

This ſtrange regard of deities to duſt. 


Hence, heat u looks down on earth with all her eyes: . 


Hence, the ſoul's mighty moment in her ſight; 
Hence, ev'ry ſoul has partiſans above, 
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And er'ry thought a critic in the (kies: | 

Hence, clay, vile clay! bas angels for its guard, 

And ev'ry guard a paſſion for his charge: 

Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine 

Has held high counſel o'er the fate of man. 
Nor have the clouds thoſe gracious counſels hid, 

Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 

And Providence came forth to mect mankind 3 

In various modes of emphaſis and awe, 

He ſpoke his will and trembling nature heard 3 

He ſpoke it loud, in thunder, and in ſtarm. | 

Witneſs, thou Sinai! whoſe cloud-cover'd height, 

And ſhaken baſis, own'd the preſent God: 
Witneſs, ye billows! whoſe returning tide, 

Breaking the chain that faſtcn'd it in air, 

swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell: 

Witneſs, ye flames! th' Aſſyrian tyrant blew 

To ſev'nfold rage, as impotent, us ſtrong: 

And thou, earth! witnefs, whoſe expanding jaws 

 Clos'd o'er * preſumption's facrilegious fons: 
Has not each element, in turn, ſubſcrib'd 8 

The ſoul's high price, and ſworn it to the wiſe? 

Has not flame, ocean, ether, carthquake, ſtrove 

To ſtrike this truth, throngh adamantine man? 

If not all-adamant, Lorenzo! hear; 

All is deluſion; nature is wrapt up, 

In tenfold night, from ecaſon's keeneſt eye; 


| There's no confiſtence, meaning, plan, or end, 
5 Korab, &c. 
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In all beneath the ſun. in all above, 

(As far as man can penetrate) or heav'n 
Is an immenſe, ineſtimable prize; . 

Or all is nothing, or that prize is all. 

And ſhall each toy be till a match for heav'a! 
And full equivalent for groans below? | 
Who would not zive a trifle to prevent 


What he would give a thouſand worlds to cure? 


Lorenzo! thou haſt ſeen (if thine, to ſee) 
All nature, and her God (by nature's courſe, 
And nature's courſe controul'd) declare for me: 
The. ſkies above proclaim Immortal man? 
And, Man immortal!” all below reſounds, 
The world's a ſyſtem of theology, 
Read, by the greateſt ſtrangers to the ſchools; 
If honeſt, learn'd; and fages o'er a plough. 

Is not, Lorenzo! then, impos'd on thee - 


This hard alternative ; or, to renounce _ h 


Thy reaſon, and thy ſenſe ; or, to believe? 
What then is unbelief ? tis an exploit; 
A firenuous enterprise: to gain it, man 
Moſt burſt through ev'ry bar of common ſenſe, | 
Of common ſhame, magnanimouſly wrong ; 
And what rewards the ſturdy combatant ? 
His prize, repentance; imfamy, his crown. 

But wherefore, infamy : For want of faith, 
Down the ſteep precipice of wrong he flides ; 
There's nothing to ſupport him in the right. 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at leaſt 
In embryo, ev'ry weakneſs, ev'ry guilt ; 
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And ſtrong temptativa ripens into birth. 
If this life's gain invites him to the deed, 
Why not his country ſold, his father ſliu? 
'Tis virtue to purſue our good ſupreme; 
And his fapreme, his only good is here. 


Ambition, av'rice, by the wiſe diſdain'd, 


Is perfect wiſdom, while mankind are fools, 


And thiak a turf, or tombſtone, covers all: 


Theſe find employment, and provide for ſenſe 
A richer paſture, and a larger range; 


| And ſenſe by right divine aſcends the throne, 


When virtue s prize and proſpect are no more ; 
Virtue no more we think the will of heaven. 
Would heav'n quite beggar virtue, if belor d? 
© Has virtue charms ?* * 
But if unportion'd, all will int reſt ved; | 
Tho' that our admiration, this our choice. 
The virtues grow on immortality; 
cond Wok op ates end eugene 
A Deity belicv'd, will nought avail : 
Rewards and puniſhments make Go ador'd ; 
And hopes and fears give conſcience all her power. 
As in the dying parent dies the child, 
Virtue, with immortality, expires. 
Who tells me he denics his foul immortal; 
hate er his boaſt, has told me, he's a he. 


| His duty 'tis, to love himſclf alone ; 
I Nor caretho' mankind periſt?! if he ſmiles, 


| | Who thinks ere- long the man ſhall wholly die, 


la dead already; nought but baue ſurvives, 
eG | of 
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And are there ſuch? Such candidates there are” 


For more than death ; for utter loſs of being, 
Being the baſis of the DuiTy! 


Aſc you the cd de caſe they will vt tell; | 


Nor need they: oh the forcerics of ſenſe! 

They work their transformation om the foul, * 

' Diſmount her like the ſerpent at the fall, 

: Diſmount her from her native wing (which ſoar d 
Ere while ethereal heights) and throw her down, 

To lick the duſt, and crawl, in ſuch a thought. 
. Is it in words to paint you? O ye fall'n! 
Fall'm from the wings of reaſon, and of hope! 

Erect in ſtature, prone in appetite! 

Patrons of pleaſure, poſting into pain! 

4:overs of argument, averſe to ſenſe! 
Boaſters of liberty, faſt-bound in chains! OY 
Lords of the wide creation, and the ſhame! 
More ſenſcleſs than th irrationals you ſcorn! : 
roy, eee ved. 
Far more undone! O ye moſt infamous 

Of beings, from ſuperior dignity! 

Deepeſt in woe from means of boundleſs bliſs! 
Fe curſt by bleſſings infinite! Becauſe | 
Moſt. highly favour d, moſt profoundly loſt ! 
Ye motly maſs of contradiction ſtrong! 
And are you, too, convinc'd your fouls fly off | 
in exhalation ſoft, and die in air, | 
From the full flood of evidence againſt you? 
In the coarſe drudgeries, and ſinks of ſenſe, * 
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By vice new-caſt, and creatures of your own: 
But tho' you can deform, you can't deſtroy; 


To curſe, not uncreate, is all your pow'r. 


Lorenzo! this black brotherhood renounce z 


RNenounce St. Evremont, and read St Paul. 
Ere rapt by miracle, by reaſon wing d, 


His mounting mind made long abode in heaven, 
This is freethinkiog, unconſin'd to parts, 


| To ſend the ſoul, on curious travel bent, 


Thro? all the provinces of human thought; 
To dart her flight, thro' the whole ſphere of man; 3 
Of this vaſt univerſe to make the tour; 
In each receſs of ſpace and time, at home; 


| Familiar with their wenders; diving deep 
And, like a prince of boundleſs int reſts there, 
Still moſt ambitions of the moſt remote; 


To look on truth unbroken, and entire: 
Truth in the ſyſtem, the full orb; where truths 
By truth's enlighten'd, and ſuſtain'd, afford 

An arch-like ſtrong foundation, to ſupport 

Th' incumbent weight of abſolute, complete 
Convittion ; here, the more we preſs, we ſtand 
More firm ; who moſt examine, moſt believe. 
Parts, like half-ſcntences, confound ; the whole. 
Conveys the ſenſe, and God is underſtood; 
Who not in fragments writes te human race: 


Read his whole volume. ſceptic! then reply. 


This, this, is thinking free, a thought that grafps - 


| Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Tun up thiae eye, furrey this ei a 
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What are carth's kingdoms, to yon boyndleſs orbs, ': 
Of human fouls, one day the deſtin'd range? 

And what yon bonnuleſs orbs, to godlike man?. _ | 
Thoſe num'rous worlds that throng the firmament, | 


And ak more ſpace in heaven, can roll at large 

In man's capacious thought, and ſtill leave room 
For ampler orbs; for new creations, there. 
Can ſuch a ſoul contract itſelf, to gripe 

A pcint of no dimenſion, of no weight? cn oh 
It can; it does: the world is fuch a point: 7 
And, of tht point, how faall « part endlaves? 1 150 
How ſmall a part of nothing, ſhall 1 fay ? | 

Why not?-friends, our chief treaſure! how they drop! 
Lucia, Nareiſſa fair, Philander, gene | * 
The grave, like fabl'd Cerberus, has op'd 4 
A triple mouth; and, in an awful voice, — 4 
Loud calls my foul, and utters all I ſing. 3 
How the world falls eee 132 8 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy! . 
What has dentate of ax Shale? 
It bids me love the place where now they dwell, 
And feorn this wretched ſpot they leave fo poor. 
Eternity's vaſt ocean lies before thee; 3-1 
There, there, Lorenzo! thy Clariſſa fails. — 91 P 
Give thy mind ſea-room ; keep it wide of earth, - 
That reck of ſouls immortal ; cut thy cord; * 
Weigh anchor; ſpread thy fails; call ev ry wind; : 
Lye thy great pole-ſtar ; make the land of life. 
Too kinds of life has donble-natur'd man, E 
ꝶ6 v — 5 
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Life animal is nurtur d by the ſun ; 
Thrives on his bounties, triumphs ia his beams. 
Life rational ſubſiſts on higher food, 
Triumphant in his beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that ſun, and are left by this, 
(The fate of all who die in ſtubborn guilt) 
Tis utter darkneſs ; ſtritly double death. 
We fink by no judicial ſtroke of heaven, 
By nature's courſe; as ſure as plumbers fall. 


Since Gov. or man, muſt alter, ere they meet, 


(Since light and darkneſs blend not in one ſphere,) 
'Tis manifeſt, Lorenzo! who muſt change. 
It, then, that double death ſhould prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the Drirr; 
Man ſhall be bleſt, as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, heav'n arms - 
With an illuſtrious, but tremendous, power - 
To counter- act its own moſt gracious ends; 
And this, of ſtrict neceſſity, not choice: 
That pow'r deny'd, men, angels, were no more, . 
ut paſſive engines, void of praiſe, or blame. 
A nature rational implies the power 
Of being bleſt, or-wretched, as we pleaſe; 


_ Elſe idle reaſon would have -nought to do; 


And he that would be barr'd capacity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of bliſs. 
Heav'n wills our happineſs, allow: our doom ; 


| Invites us ardently, but not compels ; 


Heav'n but perſuades. almighty man decrees; ., 
Man is the maker of immortal fates. | 
| 13 | 
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Man falls by man, if finally he falls; 
And fall he muſt, who learns from death alone, 
The dreadful ſecret, — that be lives for- eder. 
Why this to thee? thee yet, perhaps, in doubt - 
Of ſecond life? but wherefere doul ul till? 
Eternal life is nature's ardent wiſh: 
What ardently we wiſh, we ſoon believe : 
Thy tardy faith declares that wiſh deſiroy'd : 
What bas deſtroy d it?—— Shall 1 tell thee, what} 
When fear'd the future, tis no longen wiſthiz; 
And, when unwiſht, we ſtrive to diſbelieve. 
© Thus infidelity our guilt betrays.” 
Nor that the ſole detection! bluſh, Lorenzol 
Bluſh for hypocriſy, if not for guilt 
The future fear dl an infidel, and fear? 
Fear what ? a-dream? à ſable?! —— How thy dread | 
Unwilling- evidence, and therefore ſtrong, 
Aſſords my: cauſe an undeſign'd ſupport? 
How diſbelief aſſiims, what it denies? 
© It, unawares, aſſerts immortal life. 
Surpriſing! infidelity; turns out 
A creed, and a confeſſion of our (ins : 
Apoſtates, thus, are orthodox divines. 
Lorenzp! with Lorenze claſh no more z 
Nor longer a tranſparent vizor wear. 
Think'ſt thou, religion only has ber * | 
Our infidels are;Satan's hypocrites, 
Pretend the worſt, and at: the: bottom, fait. 
When viſited by thought (thought will intrude) 
Like him they ſerve; they tremble, and belle va. 
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Is there hypocriſy fo foul as this? 

So fatal to the welfare of the world? | | 
What deteſtation, what contempt, their duo! 

And, if unpaid, be thank d for their eſcape 

That Chriſtian candour they ſtrire hard to ſcorn. 

If not for that aſylum, they might find 5 

| | A bell on earth; nor ſcape a worſe below. 
79 9 With inſolence, and impotence of thought, 
1 Inſtcad of racking fancy, to refute, 

: Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy.— 
Zut ſhall I dare confels the dire reſult ? | 
Can thy proud reaſon brook ſo black a brand ? 
From purer manners, to ſublimer faith, 

s nature's unavoidable aſcent ; 
| An honeſt deiſt, where the goſpel ſhines, 
hk | Matur'd to nobler, in the Chriſtian ends. 
|  Whea that bleſt change arrives, een caſt aſide 

This ſong ſuperfluous ; life immortal ſtrikes- 
Conviction, in a flood of light divine. 

A Chriſtian dwells, like * Unit. in the ſun. 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight; 

And ardent hope aaticipates the ſkies. | 
Oft that bright ſun, Lozznzo! ſeale the ſphere; 
Lis eaſy; it iovites-thee; it deſernds- 
From heav'n to wee, and waft the whenes it came? 
Read and revere the ſacred page; a page 2 
5 Where triumphs immortality ; a pate | . 
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Which not the conflagration ſhall deſtroy ; 
In nature's ruins not one letter loſt : 


''Tis printed in the mind of Gods for ever. 1 


In proud diſdain of what een Gods adore, 


Doſt ſmile ?—poor wretch! thy goardin angel meeps 


Angels and men, aſſcat to what I ſing ; | 
Wits ſmile, and thank me for my midnight dream. . 
How vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain! 
Parts puſh us on to pride, and pride to ſhame; 
Pert infidelity is wit's cockade, 

To grace the brazen brow that braves the ſkies, . 
By loſs of being, dreadfully ſecure 

Lonznzo! if thy doctrine wins the day, 

And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field; 
If this is all, if earth a final ſcene, 

- Take heed ; ſtand faſt; be ſure to be a knave; 


A knave in grain! ne'er deviate to the right : 2 


Shouldſt thou be good how infinite thy loſs ! 
Guilt only makes annihilation gain. 
Bleſt ſcheme! which life deprives of comfort, PRO 
Of hope; and which Vier only, recommends. 
If ſo; where, infidels! your bait-thrown out 
To catch weak converts? where your lofty boaſt 
Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man? 
AnNIBILAT1ON ! I confeſs, in theſe. 

What can reclaim you? Dare 1 hope profound 


Philoſophers the converts of a ſong? 


Yet know, its * title flatters you, not mez 
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Yours be the praiſe to make my title good; 

Mine, to bleſs heav'n, and triumph in your praiſe, = 

But ſince fo peſtilential your diſeaſe, 

Tho' ſor'reign is the med'cine | preſcribe, 

As yet, I'll neither triumph, nor deſpair : 

But hope, cre long, my midnight dream will wake. 
Your hearts and teach your wiſdom — to be wiſe; 
For why ſhould fouls immortal, made for bliſs, 
er wiſh (and wiſh in vain !) that fouls could die? 
What ne'cr can die, Oh ! grant to live; and crown - 

The wiſh, and aim, and labour of the ſkies; 
Increaſe, and enter on the joys of heaven: 

Thus ſhall my title paſs a ſacred ſeal, 
Receive an Zmprimatur from above, | 
While angels ſhout—* An infidel reclaim'sd ! 

To cloſe, Loxznzo! ſpite of all my pains, . | 
Still ſeems it ſtrange, that thou ſtiouldſt live for ever? 

Is it lefs ſtrange, that thou ſhouldit live at all? 

This is a miracle; and that no more. | 

Who gave beginning, can exclude an end 

Deny thou art: then, doubt if thou ſhalt be. 

A miracle with miracles inclos'd, 

Is man and ſtarts his faith at what is ſtrange? 


| What lc than wonders, from the wonderful: 


What leſs than miracles, from God. can flow? 
Admit a Gon that myſtery ſupreme ! 

That cauſe uncaus d! all other wonders ceaſe; 
Nothing is marvellous for him to do: 

Deny him—all is myſtery beſides ; 

Millions of myſteries! cach. darker far, 
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Than that thy wiſdom would, und iſely, ſhun. 
If weak thy faith, why chuſe the harder ſide? 
We nothing know. but what is marvellous ; 
Yet what is marvellous, we can't bclieve. 
80 weak eur reaſon, and ſo great our Gop, 
What moſt ſurpriſes in the ſacred page, 
Or full as ſtrange, or ſtranger, muſt be true. 
Faith is not reaſon's labour, but repoſe, 

'To faith. and virtue, why ſo backward, man? 
From hence :—the preſent ſtrongly ſtrikes us all 
The future, faintly: can we, then, be men? 

If men, Loxexzo! the reverſe is right. 
Reaſon is man's peculiar : ſenſe, the brute's. 

The preſent is the ſcanty realm of ſenſe; 
The future, reaſons empire unconſin d: ? 
On that expending all her godlike pow'r, | 
She plans. provides, expatiates, triumphs, there; 
There builds her bleſſings! there, expects her * 
And nothing aſks of fortune, or of men. 
And what is reaſon ? be ſhe, thus, deſin d; 
Reaſc n is upright ſtature in the ſoul. 
Oh! be a man; and. ſtrive to be a God, 
For what? (thou fay'ſt:) to damp the joys of life ?: 
No; to give heart and ſubſtance to thy joys. t 
That tyrant, hope. mark, how ſhe domineersz _- 
Ste bids us quit realities, for dreams ; S 
Safety, and peace, for hazard, and alarm; 
That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the ſoul, 
She bids ambition quit its taken prize, 
Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it fits,.. 
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Tho' bearing crowns, to ſpring at diſtant game; 
And plunge in toils and dangers—— for repoſe. 
If hope precarious, and of things, when gain'd, 
Of little moment, and as little ſtay, 
Can ſweeten toils and dangers into joys ; 
What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Our leave unaſk'd? rich hope of boundleſs bliſs! 
Bliſs, paſt man's pow'r to paint it; time's, to cloſe! 

This hope is earth's ineſtimable prize : 
This is man's portion, while no more than man: 
Hope, of all paſſions, moſt befriends us here; 
Paſſions of prouder name befriend us leſs. | 
Joy has her tears; and tranſport has her death; 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho' ſtrong, 
Man's heart, at once, inſpirits, and ſerenes; 
Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys; 
'Tis all our preſent ſtate can ſafely bear, | 
Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind! 
A joy attemper'd! a chaſtis'd delight! 
Like the fair ſummer- ev ning, mild, and ſweet ! 
Tis man's full cup; his paradiſe below! 

A bleſt hereafter, then. or hop'd, or gain'd, 
lc vhs of beds full proof, 
I choſe no trivial or inglorious theme, 
And know, ye foes to ſong! (well meaning men, 
Tho quite forgotten half your bible's praiſe! 
Important truths, in ſpite of verſe, may pleaſe: 
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Grave minds you praiſe; nor can you praiſe too much: 
I there is weight in an eternity, 
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A0 has all nature, then, eſpous d my part 
Have I brib'd heav'n, and earth, to plead againſt: 
And is thy ſoul immortal? what remains? (thee? 


| All, all, Lorenzo; make immortal, bleſt. 


Unbleſt immortals ! what can ſhock us more? 

And yet Lorenzo ſtill aſſects the world; | 
There, ſtows his treaſure ; thence, his title draws, 

| | Man of the world! (for ſuch wouldſt thou be call'd) 
Aud art thou proud of that inglorious ſtyle? 
Proud of reproach? for a reproach it was, 

In ancient days; and Chriſtian, —in an age, 


| When men were men, and not aſham'd of heav'a, 
|| Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 

"| Sprinkled with dews from the Caſtalian foot, 

- | Fain wou'd I re-baptizc thee, and confer. 


A purer ſpirit, and a nobler name. 

Thy fond attachments fatal, and inflam'd, 
Point out my path, and diate to my ſong; 
To thee, the world how fair! how ſtrongly des 
Ambition! and gay pleaſures ſtronger till ! 
| Thy triple bane! thy triple bolt, that lays 


| Thy virtue dead ! be theſe my triple theme; 


Nor ſhall thy wit or wiſdom, be forgot. 
"Vs 
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Common the theme ; not ſo the ſong ; if ſhe 
My ſong invokes, Urania, deigns to ſmile. 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 
If ſhe diſſolves. the man of earth, at once, 


Starts from his trance, and ſighs for other ſcenes 
Scenes, where theſe ſparks of night, theſe ſtars, ſhall 


ſhine 
Unnumber'd ſuns (for all things, as they are; 
The bleſt behold ;) and, in one glory, pour 


Their blended blaze on man's adele dub Gabe ; 


A blaze, — the leaſt iNuſtrious object there. 
Lorenzo! ſince eternal is at hand, 

To ſwallow time's ambitions; as the vaſt 

Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 

High on the foaming billow ; what avail 

High titles. high deſcent, attainments high, 

If anattain'd our higheſt? O Lorenzo 

What lofty thoughts. theſe elements above, 

What tow'ring hopes, what ſallies from the ſan, 

| What grand ſurveys of deſtiny divine, 

And pompous preſage of unfathom'd fate, 

Should roll in boſoms, where a ſpirit burns, 

Bound for eternity! in boſoms read 

By him, who foibles in archangels ſees k 

On human hearts he bends a jealous eye, 

And marks, and in heav'n's regiſter iorolls, 

The riſe, and progreſs, of each option there; 

Sacred to doomſday! that the page unfolds, 

And ſpreads us to the gaze of gods and men. 
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And what an option. O Lorenzo! thine? : 


This world! and this, unrival'd by the ſkies! 


A world, where luſt of pleaſure, grandeur, gold,“ 

Three daemons that divide its realms between them, 

With ſtrokes alternate buffet to and fro 

Man's reitleſs heart, their ſport, their flying ball; 

Till, with the giddy circle. ſick, and tir'd, 

It pants for peace, and drops into deſpair. 

Such is the world Lorenzo ſets above 

That glorious promiſe angels were eſteem'd 

Too mean to bring: a promiſe their ador d 

Deſcended to communicate, and preſs, 

By -o:nſel, miracle, life, death, on man 

Such is the world Lorenzo's wiſdom wooes, 

And on its thorny pillow ſecks repoſe ; 

A pillow, which, like opiates ill prepar'd, 

Intoxicates, but not compoſes, fills 

The viſionary mind with gay chimeras, 

All the wild traſh of ſleep, without the reſt; 

What unfeign'd travel, and what dreams of joy! 
How frail, men, things! how momentary, both! 

Fantaſtic chace, of ſhadows hunting ſhades ! 

The gay, the buſy, equal, tho' unlike; 

Equal in wiſdom differently wiſe! 

Thro' flow'ry meadows, and thro' dreary waſtes, 

One buſtling, and one dancing. into death. 

| There's not a day, but, to the man of thought, 

Betrays ſome ſecret, that throws new reproach 

On life and makes him ſick of ſeeing more. 

The ſcenes of bus neſs tell us what are men; 
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The ſcenes of pleaſure . what is all. beſide :*. 
There, others we deſpiſe, and here, ourſelves. 
Amid diiguſt eternal, dwells delight? 
"Tis approbation ſtrikes the ſtring of joy. 
. What wond'rous prize has kindled this career, 
Stuns with the din, and choaks us with the duſt, 
On life's gay ſjage, one inch above the grave? 

The proud run up and down in queſt of eyes; 
The ſenſual, in purſuit of ſometbing worſe : 

The grave, of gold; the politic, of power; 

And all, of other butterflies, as vain! 

As eddies draw things frivolous, and light, 

How is man's heart by vanity drawn in; 

On the ſwift circle of returning toys, 


Whirl'd, ſtraw-like, round. and round, and then law 


gulpb'd, 
Where gay dcluſion darkens to deſpair! 
This is a beaten track.'—1s this a track | 
Should not be beaten? never beat enough, 
Till enough learnt the truths it would inſpire. 


Shall truth be ſilent, becauſe folly frowns ? 


Turn the world's biſtory; what find we there, 
But fortune's ſport, n 's cruel claims, 

Or woman's artifice,. or man's revenge, 

And endleſ. iuhvmanities ou man ? 

Fame's trumpet felgom ſounds, but, 1! + the kno 
> brings. bad. tidings: how i it_hourly blows 

Man's miſadventures round the liſt'ning world! 
Man is the tale of narrative old Time; 

Sad tale; which high as Paradiſe begins 5 
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As if, the-toil of travel to delude, 

From ſtage to ſtage, in his eternal round, 

The days, his daughters, as they ſpin our hours 

On fortune s wheel. where accident unthought. 

Oft, ia a moment, ſnaps life's ſtrongeſt thread, 

Each, in her turn, ſome tragic ſtory tells, 

With, now - and- then, a wretched farce between; 

And fills his chronicle with human woes. ; 
Time's daughters, true as thoſe of men, deceive usz. 

Not one, but puts ſome cheat on all mankind: 

While in their father's boſom, not yet ours, 

They flatter our fond hopes; and promiſe much 

Of amiable; but hold him not o'erwitſc, . 

Who dares to truſt them; and laugh round the year, 

At ſtill-confiding, Rill-confounded, man, 

Confiding, tho* confounded ; hoping. on, 


| Vataugbt by trial, unconyinc'd-by. proof, 


Aud ever looking for the never-ſecn. 
Life to the laſt, like harden'd felons, lyes; 
Nor owns itſelf a cheat, till it expires. 
Its little joys go out by one and one, 
And leave poor man, at lengtb, in perfect night; 
Night darker, than what, now, involves the pole. 
O Taov, who doſt permit theſe ills to fall, 
For gracious ends, aud wouldſt that man ſhould mourn! 
O Taov, whoſe hands this goodly fabric fram'd, 
Who know'ſt it beſt, and wouldſt that man ſhould know?- 
What is this. ſublunary world? a vapour; 
A vapour all it holds; itſelf, a vapour, 


From the damp. bed. of chaos, by thy beam 
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_ Exhal'd, ordain'd to ſwim its deſtin'd hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and diſappear. 


- Earth's days are number'd, nor remote her doom; 


As mortal, tho' leſs tranſient. than her ſons; 

Yet they doat on her, as the world and they 

Were both eternal, ſolid; Tnov, a dream. 
They doat, on what? immortal views apart, 

A region of outſides ! a land of ſhadows! 

A fruitful field of flow'ry promiſes ! | 

A wilderneſs of joys ! perplex'd with doubts, 


And ſharp with thorns! a troubled ocean, ſpread : 


With bold adventurers, their all on board; 


No ſecond hope, if here their fortune frowns; . 
Frown ſoon it muſt. Of various rates they ail, . 


Of enſizus various; all alike in this, 


All reſtleſs, anxious; toſt with hopes, and fears, 


In calmeſt ſkies; obnoxious all to ſtorm ! 
And ſtormy the moſt general blaſt of life: 
All bound for happineſs; yet few provide 


The chart of knowledge, pointing where it lies; 
Or virtue's helm, to ſhape the courſe defign'd; 


All, more or lefs, capricious fate lament, 
Now lifted by the tide, and now reſorb d, 
And farther from their wiſhes, than before: 
All, more or leſs, againſt each other daſh, 
To mutual hurt, by guſts of paſſion driven, 


And ſuff ring more from folly, than from fate. 
Ocean ! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 


Oft dangers, at eternal war with man 
| Death's capital, where moſt be domincers, - 
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With all his choſen terrors frowning round, | 
(Tho! lately feaſted high at Albion's coſt) 


| Wide op'ning, and loud roaring ſtill for more! 


Too faithful mirror ! how doſt thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life ! 

The ſtrong reſemblance tempts me farther ſtill: 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper ſtruck 

By mortal truth, in ſuch a mirror ſeen, 

Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self- latter d, unexpericac'd, high in hope, | 
When young, with ſanguine chear, and ſtreamers gay, 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, 

And fondly dream each wind and ſtar our friend z. 
All, in ſome darling enterprize embark d.: | 

Bug where is he can fathom its event? 

Amid a multitude of artleſs hands, 

Nuin's ſare perquiſite! her. lawful prize! 

Some ſteer aright ; but the black blaſt blows hard). 
And puffs them wide of hope: with hearts of proof 
Fall againſt wind and tide, ſome win their way; | 
And when ſtrong effort has deſerv d the port, 

And tugg'd it into view, 'tis won! 'tis loſt! 

Tho' ſtrong their oar, ſtill ſtronger is their fate: 
They ſtrike; and. while they triumph, they expire. 
In ſtreſs of weather, moſt; ſome ſink outright ; 

O'er them, and o'er their names, the billows cloſe; 

. Fo-morrow knows not they were ever born. 

Others - ſhort memorial rave — 


S. | Admiral Balcheo, &. 
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Like a flag floating, whe:: the bark's ingulph'd; 
It floats a moment, and is ſeen no more: 

One Caeſar lives; a thouſand are forgot. 

How few, beneath auſpicious planets born, 
(Darlings of providence! fond fate's ele&') 
With ſwelling fails make good the promis'd port, 
With all their wiſhes freighted ! yet ev'n theſe 
Freighted with all their wiſhes, ſoon complain ; 
Free from misfortunes, not from nature free, 
Thy till are men; and when is man ſecure ? 

As fatal time, as ſtorm ! the ruſh of years 


Beats down their ſtrength , their numberleſs eſcapes . 


In ruin end: and now, their proud ſucc:-ſs 

Zut plants new terrors on the victors brow: 
What pain to quit the world, jutt made their own, 

Their neſt fo deeply down'd, and built fo high ! 

Too low they build, who build beneath the lars. 
Woe then apart (if wor apart can be 

From mortal man) and fortune at our nod, 

The gay! rich! great! triumphant! and auguſt' 

What are they the moſt happy (ſtrange \ we ſay!) 

| Convince me moſt of human miſery: 

What are they? ſmiling wretchæs of to 3 

More wretched, then, than e' er their ſlave can be; 

Their treach'rous bleſſiags, at the day of need, 

Like other faithleſs friends, unmaſk, and ſting; 

Then, what. provoking indigence in wealth! 

What aggravated impotende in power! 

High titles, then, what inſult of their pain! 

If that ſole anchor, equal to the waves, 
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Immortal hope! defies not the rude ſtorm, 

Takes comfort from the foaming billow's rage, 

And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 
Is this a ſketch of what thy foul admires? 

* But here (thou ſayſt) the miſeries of life 

© Are huddled in a group. A more diſtin 


TY 


© Survey, perhaps. might bring thee better news. 


Look on life's ſtages: they ſpeak plainer ſtill 

The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou ſigh. 

Look on thy lovely boy; in him behold 

The beſt that can befal the beſt on earth; 

The boy has virtue by his mother's fide: 

Yes, on Florello look: a father's heart 

Is tender, tho' the man's is made of ſtone; 

The truth, thro? ſuch a medium ſeen, may make 

Impreſſion deep. and fondneſs prove thy friend. 
Florello lately caſt on this rude coaſt 

A helpleſs infant; now a heedleſs child; 

To poor Clariſſa's throes, thy care ſucceeds ; 

Care full of love, and yet ſevere as hate! 

O'er thy ſoul's joy how oft thy fondneſs frowns ! 

Necdtul auſterities his will reſtrain 

As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm. 

As yet, his reaſon cannot go alone; 

Zut aſks a ſterner nurſe to lead it on. 

His little heart is often terrify'd ; 

The bluſh of morning, in his cheek, turns pale; 

| Its pearly — trembles in his eye; 
| His barmleſs eye and drowns an angel there, 

-| Ab! what av a ils his innoceace ? the taſk - 
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Tnjoin'd muſt diſcipline his early pow'ts ; 
He learns to ſigh, ere he is known to fin; 
Guiltleſs, and'fad! a wretch before the fall! 
How cruel this! more eruel to forbear. 
Our nature ſuch, with neceſſary pains, 
We purchaſe proſpects of precarious peace: 
Tho not a father, this might ſteal a ſigh. 
Suppoſe him diſciplin'd aright (if not, 
*Twill ſink our poor account to poorer ſtill;) 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty, 
He leaps inclofure, bounds into the world ; 
The world is taken, after ten years toil, 
Alas! the world's a tutor more ſevere; 
Its leſſons hard, and ill deſerve bis paifis ; 
Vnteaching all bis virtuous niture tavght, 
Or books (fair virtue? t advocates !) inſpir d. 
For who receives him into public life ? 
Men of the world, the terrac-filial breed, 
Welcome the modeſt ſtranger to their ſphere, 
(Which eiter d long, at diſtance, in his Gght) | 
And, in their hoſpitable arms, incloſe: 
Men, who think novght fo ſtrong of the romance, 
So rank knight-errant, as a real friend: 
Men, that act up to reafon's golden rule, 
All weakneſs of aſſection quite ſubUu'd: 


Men, that would bluſh at being thought firvere, 
* And feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 


That love a lie, where truth would pay as well; 
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Lorenzo! canſt thou bear a ſhocking ſight ? 
- | Such, for Floreilo's fake, twill now appear: 
tee, the ſteel'd files of ſraſon'd veterans, 
| -Train'd to the world, in burniſh'd falſhood bright; 
Deep in the fatal ſtratagems of peace; | 
All foft ſenſation, in the throng, rubh d off; 
All their keen purpoſe, in politeneſs, ſheath'd ; 
His friends cternal—during intereſt ; | 
ö His foes implaczpable—wben worth their while; 
At war with ev'ry welfare, but their own ; 
And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain— — 
Naked, through theſe ( common fate ordains) 
Naked of heart, his cruel courſe he runs, 
Stung out of all, moſt aimable in life, 
Affection, as his ſpecies, wide diffus'd; p 
Noble preſumptions to mankind's renown ; 
Ingenuous truſt, and confidence of love. 
Theſe claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
Wil coſt him many a figh; till time, and pains, . 
| From the flow miſtreſs of this ſchool, 
"| Purchaſe a dear-bought clue to lead his youth 
Thro? ſerpentine obliquitics of life, © 
And the dark labyrinth of buman hearts. 
And happy ! if the clue ſhall come fo cheap; 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, 
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Brings dowh the ſterling temper of his ſoul, 
By baſe alloy, to bear the current ſtamp; 5 
Belbw call'd wiſdom ; finks him into ſafety; 
And brands hin into credit with the wotld ; 
Where ſpeeious titles ditzuify Uiſgrice, 
And aatvre's Inhurtes are aits of life; 
Where brighter reaſon prompts to boklef crime; 
And heavebly taſciits make infernal hearts; 
That unſurmbuntable eftfenie of guile ! | 
Poor Machiavel! %ho labour'd hard his plan, 

Forgot, that genius need. not go to ſchool ; 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wiſe, 
His plan had prafitts'd; long before *twai writ. 
The world's all title page, there's no contents: 
The world's all face; the than who ſhews his bbart, 
Is whooted for his hudities, and feorn'd. . 
A man I knew, who H_v'd upon a ſmile; 
And well it fed him; he look plump and fat; 
| While rankeſt venom foam d through every vein. 
Lorenzo! whit 1 tell thee, take hot ill! 
Living, de fawh'd on ev ry fool alive; 
And, dying, curs u the friend on hem be He A. I 
To ſuch profkitints thou art half k Fatrit. "2 
In foreign realms (ſar thuu baſt travel d far) 
How curious to contemplate two ſtate=roths, 
Stodious their tiefts te fegther in a tre, 
With all the necromatitics ef Their art, | 
Playing the game bf Facts on euch other, 

— court 22 0: thei — ran, | 
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In fooliſh hope, to ſteal each other's truſt | 
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd; | 
Adds, ſometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! 
Their parts we doubt not; but be that their name; 
Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 

Stoop to mean wiles, that would diſgrace a fool ? 
And loſe the thanks of thoſe ſew friends they ſerve? 
For who can thank the man, he cannot ſee? | 
hy ſo much cover? it defeats itſelf, 

Te, that know all things! know ye not, men's hearts 
Are therefore known, becauſe they are conceal'd? 
For why conceal's?—the cauſe they need not tell. 
I-give-him joy, that's aukward at a lye; 

Whoſe feeble nature truth keeps ill in awe; 

His incapacity is bis renowp. | 

Is great, 'tis manly, to difdaio dilguils ; 

It ſhews our ſpirit, or it proves our ſireogth, 
Thou fay'&; tis necdful; is it therefore right, 
Howe'er, I grant it ſome ſmall fign of grace, 
To ſtrain at an excuſe: and wouldſt thon then 
Eſcape that œpel nerd! thou may'ſt, with ease 
Think no poſt needful that demands 8 knave. 
When late our civil helm was ſhifting bands, 
50 P tbought : think better, if yon can. 
But this, bow rare the public path of life 
Is dirty :—yet, allow that dirt its due, 

It makes the noble mind more noble fill: 


| The world's eo neunter ; it will wound, or fave; 

; Our virtue quench, or indignation £:e, ; 
+ W nn. BL BLNe's 7088 
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The world, well-known, will gire our hearts to bern, | 


Or make us daemons, long before we die. : 
Tuo ſhew how fair the world, thy miſireſs, ſhines. 
Take either part, fore ills attend the choice; 
Sure, though not equal, detriment enſues. 

Not virtue's ſelf is deify'd on earth; 

Virtue has her relapſes, conſlicts, foes;: 

Foes, that ne er fail to make her feel their hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar ſet of pains. | 
True; r 
But if they ſigh, can others hope to ſmile? ; 
If wiſdom has her miſcries to mourn, 

How can poor folly lead a happy life * 

And if both ſuffer, what has earth to boaſt, 
Where he moſt happy, who the leaſt laments? 


Where much, much patience, the moſt envy'd ſtate, 4 


And ſome forgiveneſs, needs, the beſt of friends? 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher, 
Of neither ſhall he find the ſhadow here. 
The world's fworn advocate, without a fee, 
Lorenzo ſmartly, with a ſmile, replies; 

© Thus far thy ſong is right; and all muſt own, 
©* Virtue has ber peculiar ſet of paing— 

© And joys peculiar who to vice denies? 

© If vice it is, with nature to comply: 

© If pride, and ſenſe, are fo predominant, 
To check, not overcome, them, makes a faint, 
© Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim | 
© Pleaſure, and glory, the chief good of man? 
Can pride, and ſenſuality, rejoice ? 
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n, Prom purity of thought, all pleaſure fprings; - 


And from an humble ſpirit, all our peace. X 
Ambition, pleaſure ! let us talk of theſe : | 
Of theſe, the Porch, and Academy, talk d: 

Of theſe each following age had much to ſay ; 
Yet unexbauſted, ſtill, the needful theme. 

Who talks of theſe, to mankind all at once 

He talks; for where the ſaint from either free? 


B Are theſe thy refuge? no; . theſe ruſh upon thee .: 


Thy vitals ſcize, and, rulture-like, devour : 

I'll try, If I can pluck thee from thy rock, 

Prometheus! from this barren ball of earth; 

If reaſon can unchain thee, thou art free.. - 

| And, firſt, thy Caucaſus, ambition calls; 
Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes 

Of courted woes! and courted through miſtake] .. 

'Tis not ambition charms thee ; 'tis a cheat | 

Will make thee ſtart, as H t his Moor. 

Doſt graſp at greatneſs ? Firſt; know what it is: © 

Thiok'ſt thou thy greatneſs in diſtinQion liese? 

Not in the feather, wave it e er ſo high, | 

By fortune ſtuck, to mark as from the throng, _ . 

Is glory lodg d: tis lodg'd in the reverſe ; ; 

In that which joins, in that which equals, all, 

The monarch, and his flave ;z—* A deathleſs foul, 

* Unbounded proſpect, and immortal kin, 

A Father God, and brothers in the ſkies ;* 

Elder. indeed, -in time; but leſs remote 

In excellence, perhaps. than thought by man; 
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If Rill delirious, now, Lorenzo? go ; 1 


And with thy full-blown brothers of of the world, 
Throw ſcorn around thee? caſt it on thy ſlaves 3 
Thy flaves, and equals : how ſcorn caſt on them 
Rebounds on thee! if man is mean, as man, 
Art thou a god? If fortune make him ſo, 
Beware the conſequence ; a maxim that, 
Which draws a monſtrous picture of mankind, 
Where, in the drapery, the man is loſt; 
Externals fluttering, and the ſoul forgot. 
Thy greateſt glory, when diſpos d to boaſt, 
Boaſt that aloud, in which thy ſervants ſhare. 
We wiſely ſtrip the ſized we mean to buy: 
Judge we, in their capariſons, of men ? | 
It nought avails thee, where, but what, thou at: 4 
Al the diſtinQion of this little life 


Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. bn | 
When, through death's ſlreights, earth's ſubtle ſerpents 


Which wriggle into wealth, or climb recown, 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 
| They leave their party colcur'd robe behind, 
All that now glitter, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen creſts, and hifs at us below. 


Of fortune's fucus ſtrip them, yet alive; 4 


Strip them of body, too; nay, cloſer ſtill, 


Away with all, but mortal, in their minds; a 1 | 


And let, what then remains, impoſe their name, 


Pronounce them weak, or wortby ; great, or mean. 


How mean that ſnuff of glory fortune lights, 
And death puts out: Doſt thou demand a teſt, - | 
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A tcft, at once, infallible, and ſhort, 

Of- real greatneſs ? that man greatly lives, 

Whate'er his fate, or fame, who greatly dies; | 

High-fluſh'd with hope, where heroes ſhall deſpair. 

If this a true criterion, many courts, © 

Iluſtrious, might afford but few grandees. | 
Th' Almighty, from bis chens, on earth ves 

Nought greater, than an honeſt, humble heart; 

An bumble heart, his reſidence ! pronounc'd 

His ſecond ſeat ; and rival to the ſkies, 

The private path, the ſecret acts of men, 

If noble, far the nobleſt of our lives ! 


How far above Lorenzo's*glory ſits 


Th' illuſtrious maſter of a name unknown; 


| Whoſe worth unreal d, and unwitneſrd, loves 
Life's ſacred ſhades, where geds converſe with men z 


And peace, beyond the world's conception, ſmiles! 
As thou! (now dark,) before we part, ſhalt ſee. 
But thy great fool this ſkulking glory ſcorns. 
I.orenzo's ſick, but when Lorenzo's ſeen; 

And, when he ſbrugs at public buſineſs, lyes. 


Deny'd the pablic eye, the public voice; 


As if he liv'd on others breath, he dies. 

Fain would he make the world his pedeſtal ; 
Mankiod the gazers, the ſole figure, be. 

Knows he, that mankind praiſe againſt their will, 
And mix as much detraction as they can? 

Knows he, that faithleſs fame her-whiſper has, 

As well as trompet ? that his vanity | 4 
Is fo much tickled from not hearing all} * 
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Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praiſe; ' | 
Or, from ay iteh more ſordid, when he ſhines,” - 


Taking his country by five handred cars, 
Senates at once admire him, and deſpiſe; 
With modeſt laughter lining loud applauſe, 


Which makes the ſmile more mortal to his fame? 


His fame, which (like the mighty Cacfar,) crown d 


With laurels, in full ſenate, greatly falls, 
By ſcemipg fricads, that honour, and deſtroy. - 
We riſe in glory, as we fink jo pride: 
Where boaſting ends, there dignity begins: 


Ard yet, miſtaken beyond all miſtake, 


The blind Lorenzo's proud! of being proud: 
And dreams himſelf aſcending in his fall. 


An eminence, though fancy'd, turns the brain: 
All vice wants bellebore: but of all vice, 314 


Pride loudeſt calls, and for the largeſt bowl? 


Becanſe, all other vice unlike, it flies, 1 | 


Ia fact, the point, in fancy moſt purſu d. 
Who court applauſe, oblige the world in this: 
They gratify man's paſGon to refuſe. 


Superior honour, when aſſum d, is loſt: 


Ev'n good men turn banditti, and rejoice, 
Like Kouli-Khan, in plunder of the proud. 
Though ſomewhat diſconcerted, Ready ſtil} 
To the world's cauſe, with half a face of joy, 
Lorenzo cries—* Be, then, ambition caſt; 

_ © Argbition's dearer far ſtands unimpeach d, 

Gay pleaſure ! prond ambition is her ſhave: 
For her, he fogrs-a4 greats and hazasds ill; 


* 
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© Far her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes; 


" | And paves his way, with crowns, to reach her ſmile: 


ho can reſiſt her charms :*—Or, ſhould ? Lorenzo!: 

What mortal ſhall reſiſt, where angels yield? 

Pleaſare's the miſtreſs of ethereal powers: 

For her contend the rival gods above: | 

Pheaſure's the miſtreſs of the world below: 

And well it is for man, that pleaſure charms: 

How would all ſtagnate, but for pleafure's ray! 

How would. the frozey ſteam of action ceaſe! 

What is the pulſe of this ſo bufy world ? 

The love of pleaſure: that, through ev'ry vein; 

Throws motion, warmth : and ſhuts out-death-from life, 
Though various.are the tempers of mankind, 

Fleaſure's gay family holds all in chains: | 

Some moſt aſſect the black: and ſome, the fair : 

Some honeſt pleaſure court: and ſome, obſcene. 

O paſſions, that can err in human hearts 

Miſtake their objects, or tranſgreſs their bounds. . 

Think you there's but one whoredom ? whoredom, all 

But when our reaſon licenſes delight. 

Doſt doubt, Lorenzo? thou ſhalt doubt no more. 

Thy father chides thy gallantries; yet bugs 

An ugly, common harlot, in the darkz 

A rank adulterer with others gold; 


And that hag, vengeance, in a corner, charms. 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as love, 

Where horrid Epicures debauch in blood. 
 Whate'cr the motive, pleaſure is the marh : 
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| For her, dark ſtateſmen trim their midnight lamp, - 
To which no fingle ſacrifice may fall; 

For her the faint abſtains; the miſer ſturves : 
The Stoic proud, for pleaſure, pleaſure ſroru d 
For her, affliction's daughters grief indulge, 

And find, our hope, a luxury in tears; | 

For her, guilt, ſhame, toil, danger, we defy; 
And, with an aim voluptuous, ruſh on death, 
Thus univerſal her deſpotic power. 

And as her empire wide, her praiſe is juſt. - 
Patron of pleaſure! daater'on delight! | 
Fam thy rival; pleaſure. I proſeſa; 

Pleaſure the purpoſe of my gloowy ſong. 
Pleaſure is nought but virtue 3 gayer name 3. 
I wang her. ſtill, I rate her worth too low; 
Virtug the root, neee 
An honeſt Epleurus foes were fools. 

But this ſounds. harſb, and gives the wiſe ofence3 
If o'crſtrain'd wiſdom Mill cetains the name. 

How kaits auſterity her cloudy brow, 

And blames, old. cod nets hoc 

Of pleaſure, to mankind, unprais d, too dear! 
Ye modern Stojcs! hear my ſoft reply ; 

Their ſenſes men will truſt ; we can't impoſes 

Or, if we could, is impuſition right ? 

Own honey ſweet ; but, owning; add this Qing 3. 
© When mixt with. poiſon, it is deadly toe. 
Truth never was indebted to a lye. | 
Is ought bus virtue to be prais'd, a5 cn? 
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Why then is health preferr'd before diſeaſt? 
What nature loves is good, without our leave. 
And where no future drawback cries, © Beware; 
Tu balm tv life, and gratitude to heav'n ; | 
How could bur thanks for bonnties unenjoy'd'! 
The love of pleafore is man's eldeſt born, 
Zorn in his cradle, living to his tomb; 
| Wiſdom, ber younger ſiſter, thoogh more grave 
| Was meant to miniſter, and not to mar, 
Imperial pleaſure, queen of human hearts. 
Lorenzo! thou her majeſty's renown'd, 
| Though uncoift, counſel, leatned in the world! 
Who think'Rt thyfklf a Murray, with diffain 
May'ſt look bn me. Yet, my Demoſthenes ! 
Canſt thou plead pleafure's cauſe as well as 17? 
Know'ſt thou her nature, porpofe, parentage? 
I | Attend my fong, and thou ſhalt know them all; 
| And know thyſelf; and know thyſelf to be 
(Strange truth!) the moſt abſtemidus man alive. 
Tell not Caliſta; the will laogh thee dead; 
Or ſend the to his hermitage with L— 
Abſurd preſumption! thou, who never ne ſt 
A ſerious thought! ſhalt thoo-dare dream of joy? 
No man cer found a happy fe by chance; 
Or yawn d it into deing with a wiſh; 
Or, with the fnout of grov'ling appetite, 
Ter ſmelt it out, and grubb'd it from the dit. 
| An art it is, and muſt be learnt; and learnt 
With unremitting effort, vr ve ioſt; 
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And leaves us perfect blockheads in our blik. — 
The clouds may drop down titles, and eſtates; 
WES Bey eh. ney 20h CEO Mags 34 


'We ek on earth!) "tis never ſought in vain. lee: 1 


irg, pleaſure's birth, rife, ſtreagth, and grandeur, 
Brought forth by wiſdom, nurſt by diſcipline,  _- 
By patience taught, by. perſeverance crown'd, 


She rears her head "majeſtic; round her throne, 41 
Erefted in the boſom of the juſt; . 


Dach virtue, liſted, forms her manly guard. 
For what are virtues? (formidable name!) 
What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy? 
Why, then, commanded? need mankind commands, - 
At once to merit, and to make, their bliſi : 
Great legiſlator! ſearee ſo great, as kind! 7 

Thy gracious law but flatters human choice; 

In the tranſgreſſion lies the penalty; - 

And they the moſt indulge, who moſt obey. 

Its mighty purpoſe, its important end. 
Not to turn human brutal, but to build 20 
Divine on human, pleaſure came from hcav'n. | 
In aid to reaſon was the goddeſs ſent; 

To call up all its ſtrength by ſuch a charm. 

Pleafure, firſt, ſuecours virtue: in return, 
_ Virtue gives pleaſure an eternal reign. | 
What, e ee ent, eee 
Supports life nat ral, civil, and divine? | . 808 
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1 from the pleaſure of repaſt, we live; 
en from the pleaſure of applauſe, we pleaſe; 
34 "is from the pleaſure of belief, we pray; | 
+} (All pray'r would ecaſe, if ondeliev'd the prize) 
et: | Jt ſerves ourſelves, our ſpecies, and our God; 
„ | And to ſerve more, is paſt the ſphere of man. * 
- | ©lide, then, for ever, plenſure 's ſacred ſtream! 
| Throogh Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs, 3 
Aud foſters ev'ry growth of happy life; 
. Makes a new Eden where it flows ;—but ſueh 
. | As maſt be loſt, Lorenzo! by 'thy fall. 
+ What mean l by thy falt?'——Fhov'le ſhortly ſee, - 
#£ | While pleafare's nature is at large diſplay d; 
„ Already fung her origin, and ends. N 
I | Thoſe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree, 
{ | When pleaſure violates, dis then a vice, 
- | And vengeance too; it haſtens into pain. 
From due refreſhment, life, health, reaſon, joy: 
From wild exceſs, pain, grief, diſtraction, death; 
Heav'n's juſtice this proclaims, and that her love. 
What greater evil can I wiſh my foe, 
5 Than his full draught of pleaſure, from a eaſk 
2: | Unbroach'd by juſt authority, ungaug d 
| | By temperance; by reaſon unreſin d? ; 
" | A thouſand dacmons lurk within the lee. 
-.. | Heav'n, others, and ourſelves l uninjur'd theſe, 
Drink deep; the deeper, then, the more divine: 
| 'Tis unrepenting pleafure makes'a god. 
Doſt think thyſelf a god from other joys? 
Vol. I. N 17 | 
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A viQtim rather! ſhortly ſure to bleed. 


The wrong muſt mourn : can heav'n'sappointments fl 
Can man outwit omnipotence ? ſtrike out | 


A felf-wrovght happineſs un-meant by him 


Who made us, and the world we would enjoy? « | 


"Who forms an inſtrument, ordains from whence ,, 
Its diſſonance, or harmony, ſhall riſe. - Y 


Heav'n bid the ſoul this mortal frame infpirez 1 
Bid virtue's ray divine inſpire the foul | . 


Wich unprecarious flows of vital joy; if 
And, without breathing; man as well might bepe 4 
For life, as, without piety, for peace. 0 
3 then, and piety the ſame? 7 
0; piety is more; lis virtue's ſource; © 
3 as that of joy. 
Mien of the world this doctrine ill digeſt ; 17 
They ſmile at picty ; yet boaſt aloud _ tf 
Good · will to men ; nor know they ſtrive to part 
What nature joins; and thus confute themſelves. 
With piety begins all good on earth; 
Tis the firſt-born of rationality. 


by 
4 
(Conſcience, her firſt law broken, wounded les; *# ] 
$] 
* 


"Enfecbled, lifeleſs, impotent to good ; | > 
| 4 dns alice donate hee nmat pranks. _ 
Some we can't love, but for th' Almighty's ſake; -- 
A foe to God was-ne'er true friend to man: 
Some ſiniſter intent taints all he does; 
And, in his kindeſt actions, he's unk inc. 
On piety, humanity is built; a 127 1 
And, on humaaity, much happineſs ; 


. ͤ » 


| Who worſhips the great God, that inſtant joins: 
| The firſt in heav'n; and ſets his foot on hell. 
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And. yet ſtill more on piety itſelf. 
A boul in commerce with ber God is heav'n; 
Feels not the tumults and the ſhocks of life ; 
The whirls-of paſſions, and the ſtrokes of heart. 
A Deity belicv'd, is joy begun; 
A Deity ador'd, is joy advanc'd; . 
A Deity belov'd, is joy matur'd. 


| Fach branch of piety delight inſpires ; 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the nent, 


O'er death's-dark gulph, and all its horror hidesz - 


| Praiſe, the ſweet exhalation of our joy, 


That joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter till ; 
Pray'r ardent opens heav'n, lets down a ſtream: 
Of glory on the conſecrated hour | 
Of man, in audience with the Deity.” 


Lorenzo ! when waſt thou at church before? 


| Thou think'ſ the ſervice long: but is it juſt ? 


Tho! juſt, unwelcome ; thou hadſt rather tread 
Vahallow'd ground: the muſe, to win thine car, 
Muſttake an air leſs ſolemn. She complies. - 
Good conſcience! at the ſound the world retires; 


| Verſe diſaffects it, and Lorenzo fmiles ; 


Yet has ſhe her ſeraglio full of charms; 
And ſuch as age ſhall heighten, not impair; 
Art thou dejected? is thy mind o ereaſt? 


Amid her fair ones, thou the faireſt chuſe, 


To chaſe thy gloom, — Go, fix ſome weighty truth; 


2 Chain down ſome paſſion ; do ſome gea'rous a. 


12 


* 
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* Teach ignorance to ſee, or grief to ſmilez © Too | 
* CortcR thy friend ; defriend thy greateſt be; | _** 
* Oc with warm heart, and confidence divine, || 
' Spjog up, and. lay freng bold on kim who mat 
3 
Thy gloom is ſcatter d, ſprithtly ſpirits or nag 
Tho' wither'd is thy vine, and harp unſtrung. 
Doſt call the bowl, the viol, and the dance, 
Loud mirth, and laughter, wretched comforters! 
' Phyſicians ! more than half of thy diſeaſe, 
Laughter, tho' never cenſur d yet as fin, 
(PaiQon a thought that only ſeems ſevere) 
Is half-immoral: is it mach indulg'd ? 
By venting ſpleen, or diſſipating thought, 
It ſhews a ſcorner, or it makes a fool ; 
And fans, as hurting others, or ourſelves. | ( _ 
_ *Tis pride, or emptingſs, applies the ſtraw, 2 
That tickles little minds to mirth effuſe ; 9 
Of grief approaching, the portentous fignt 5 
The houſe of laughtet makes a houſe of wee, 
A man triumphant is a monſtrous fight ; 
A man dejected is a fight as mean. by 
. "I 
What for dejection, where prefides a power, 
| Who call'd us into being to be bleſt? - 
80 grieve, as conſcious, grief may riſe to joy : 
So joy, as conſcious, joy to grief may fall. 
Moſt true, a wiſe man never will be ſad : 1 
But neither will ſonorous, bubbling micth 
A thallow ſtream of happineſs betray: En 
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Oer pleafure's pure, perpetual, placid ſtream. 
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Too happy to be ſportive, he's ſerene. 2 

Yet wouldſt thou laugh (but at thy own ) 
This counſel ſtrange ſhould | preſume to give— | 
$ Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay.” 
There truths abound of ſor'reign aid to peace 
Ah] do not prize them leſs, becauſe infpir'd, 
As thou, and thine, are apt and proud to = 
If not inſpir d, that pregnant page had ſtood, 
Time's treaſure! and the wonder of the wiſe! 
Thou think'ſt, perhaps, thy ſoul alone at ſtake; 
Alas! ſhould men miſtake thee for a fool ; 
What man of taſte for genius, wiſdom, truth, 
Tho! tender of thy fame, could interpoſe ? 
Believe me, ſenſe, here, acts a double part, 
And the true critic is a Chriſtian too... 


| True joy in ſunſhine ne er was found at firſt ; 
They, firſt, themſelves offend, who greatly _ 


And travel only gives us ſound repoſe. 


Heav'n ſells all pleaſure; effort is the price; 
The joys of conqueſt are the joys of man; 
And glory the viQtorious laurel ſpreads - 


There is a time, when toil muſt be preſerr d. 
Or joy, by mis-tim'd fondneſs, is undone. 
A man of pleaſure is a man of pains 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bleſt. 
Falſe joys, indeed, are born from want of thought; 
From thought's full bent, and energy the true; 


| And that demands a mind in equal poize, 


1 3. 


But theſe, thou think ſt, are ʒloomy paths to joy. 
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| Remote from gloomy grief and glaring Joy. 
Much joy not 6nly fpeaks fmall happineſs, 
But happineſs that ſhortly muſt expire. 
Can joy, unbottom'd in teflection, ſtand ? - + 
And in a tempeſt, can reflection live ? + 
Can joy, like thine, ſecure itſelf an hour? 

| Cam joy, like thine, mect-peckdent unifdock's? - 
Or ope the door to honeft poverty? 


Or talk with threat'oing death, and oot turn pale! 


In ſuch 'a world, and fuch a nature, theſe 
Are necdful fundamentals of delizlit: 
Theſe fundamentals zive delight indeed; 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable; 
Delight, unſhaken, maſculine, divine; 
A conſtant, and a found, but ſericus joy. 
Is joy the Yaugliter of ſererity ? 

It is:—yet far my doctrine from ſevere... 

© Rejoice for ever: it becomes a man: 
Exalts, and ſets him neater to the gods. 
© Rejoice for ever, nature eries, © Rejoice;* 
And drinks'to'man, in her hectareous eup, 
Mint up of delicates for every ſeuſe: 
Io the · great founder df'the bounteous feaſt, 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praiſe; ; 
And he that will got pledge ber, is a chr. 
III firmly to ſupport, tzood fully taſte, P 
Is the whole ſcience of felicity : 
_ Yet ſparing pledge: zer bowl is net the, den | 
Mankind'can' boaſt. —* A rationdltepiſt; 
* Excrtion, « vigilance, a mind m arms, © . 


on 
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To foil temptation in the doubtful field ; 

© And cver-waking ardor. for the right.” 

"Tis theſe, firſt, give, then guard, a chearful heart. 
Nought that is right, think little ; well aware, 
What reaſon bids, God bids; by his command 
How aggrandiz'd, the ſmalleſt thing we do!. 


| Thus, nothing is inſipid to the wile ; 
To thee, inſipid all, but whet is mad ;. 


Joys-ſeaſon'd high, and taſting ſtrong of guilt, 

Mad] (thou reply'ſt, with indignation fr d) 
* Of ancient fages proud to tread the ſteps, 
© [ follow nature. Follow nature Qill, 


But look it be thine own: is conſcience, then, 


No part of nature? is ſhe not ſupreme? 
Thou regicide! O raiſe her from the dead! 
Then, follo- nature; and reſemble God. 
When, ſpite of conſcience, pleaſure is purſu d, 
Man's nature is unnatorally pleas d: | 
And what's unnatural, is painful too 

At intervals, and muſt difguſt ev'n thee ! 


The fat thou know'ſt; but not, perhaps, the cauſe, 


Virtue's foundations with the worlds were laid; 


| Heav'n mixt her with our make, and twiſted cloſe. 
Her ſacred-int'reſts with the ſtrings of life. 

| Who breaks beruweſul mantiete, thoths bi, 
His better ſelf: and is it greater pain, | 
Our ſoul ſhould murmur, or our duſt repine? 
And one, in their eternal war, muſt bleed. 
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The pains of miod ſurpaſs the pains of ſenſe 2- 
Ak, then, the gout, what torment is io guilt, . 
The joys of ſenſe to mental joys are mean: 
Senſe on the preſent only. feeds; the ſoul 
"Tis hers, by rettoſpect, thro' time to range ; 
And forward time's great ſequel to ſurvey. 
Could human courts take vengeance on the mind, 
Axes might ruſt, and racks, and gibbets, fall: 


Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the reſt to fate. - 


Lorenzo! wilt thou never-be a man? 

The man is dead, who for the body lives, 

' Lur'd, by the beating of his pulſe, to liſt 
Wich ey'ry luſt, that wars againſt bis peace; 


And ſets him quite at variance with bimſelf. 


Thyſelf, firſt, know; then love: a ſelf there is. 

Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. 

A ſelf there is, as fond of ev'ry vice, 

While ev'ry virtue wounds it to heart; 

Humility degrades it, juſtice robs, | 

Bleſt bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays, 

And godlike magnanimity deſtroys. 

This ſelf, when rival to the former, ſcorn; 

When not in competition, kindly treat, 

Defend it, feed it: but when virtue bids, 

Toſs it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 

And why? 'tis love of pleaſure bids thee bleed; 

Comply, or own ſelſ - love extin&, or blind. 
For what is vice? ſelf- love in a miſtake: 

A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 


»- % . e 


4 
0 
8 
1 
i 
J 
4 
1 
4 


NIGHT THE EIGHTH. 2 


And virtue, what? tis ſelf love in her wits, 
Quite ſkilful in the market of delight. ; 


Sclf-love's good ſenſe is love of that dread power, ; 


From whom. herſelf, and all ſbe can enjoy. 
Other ſelf-love is but diſguis'd ſelf - hate; 
More mortal than the malice of our foes; 
A ſelf-hate, now, ſcarce felt ; then felt full-fore; 
When being, curſt; extinftion, loud - implor d 
And ev'ry thing preſer d to what we ure, 
| Yer this ſelf-love Lorenzo makes his choice; 
And, in this choice triumphant, boaſts of joy, 
Hos is his want of happineſs betray d, 

By diſafſeftion to the preſent hour! 
err | 
The future pleaſes : „ 


© But that's a ſeeret. —Yes, which all man know; 


Thy ceaſcleſs agitation, reſtleſs roll | 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a pauſe ;. 
What is it ?—"'Tis the cradle of the ſoul, 
From inſtinct ſent, to rock her in diſeaſe, 
Which her, phyſician, reaſon, will not cure. 
A poor expedient! yet thy beſt ; and while 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. Py 
Such ave Lorenzo's wretched remedies! 
Fhe weak have remedies, the wiſe bave joys. 


X superior wiſdom is ſuperior bliſs. 


And what ſure mark diſtinguiſhes the wiſe? 
| Conſiſtent wiſdom ever wills the ame; 
Thy fickle with is ever on the wing. . 5 On 


= 


- 
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Sick of herſelf, is folly's character; 

As wiſdom's is, a modeſt: ſelf-applauſe. 

A change of evils is thy good ſupreme ; 

Nor, but in motion, canſt thou find thy reſt. 
Man's greateſt ſtrength is ſhewn in ſtanding ill. 
The firſt ſure ſymptom of a mind in health, 

Is reſt of heart, and pleaſure felt at home. 
Falſe pleaſure from abroad her joys impcrts ; 
Rich from within, and felf-ſuſtain'd the true, 
The true is fixt, and ſolid as a rock; 

_ Slipp'ry-the falſe, and toſſing, as the wave. 
This, 2 wild wanderer on earth, like Cain 
That, like the fabled, felf-enamour'd boy, 
Home-cvntemplation- her:ſapreme delight; 
She dreads an interruption from without, 
Smit. with her own condition; and the more 
Intenſe ſhe .gazes, ſtill it charms-the more. 

No man is happy, till he thinks. on carth | 
There breathes not a more happy than himſelf. 2 
Then envy dies, and love o'crflows-on all; | 
And love o'erflowing makes an angel here, 

Such angcls-all, intitled to repoſe | | 
On him who governs fate: tho tempeſt frown © | 
Tho' nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean on heaven! | 
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To lean on him, on whom archangels lean! "= 
With inward eyes, and ſilent as the grave, - 
They ſtand collecting es ry beam of thought, — 
Till their heart kindles with divine delight: | 

For all their thoughts, like angels, ſeen of old 
la t ny came * 124 80 to, heaven. 
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Hence, are they ſtudious of ſequeſtred ſcenes; 
While noiſe, and d ſſipation, comfort thee. 
Were all men happy, revellings would ceaſe, 
That opiate for inquietude within. | 
Lorenzo! never man was truly bleſt, 

But it compos d, and gave him ſuch a caſt, 
As folly might miſtake for want of joy. 
A caſt; unlike the triumph of the proud; 
A modeſt aſpect. and a ſmile at heart. 
1 o for a joy from thy Philander's ſpring ! 

A ſpring perennial, riſing in the breaſt, 

And permanent, as pure ! no turbid ſtream 
Of rapt'rous. exultation, ſwelling high; 

Which, like land - floods, impetuous pour a while, 
Then fink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What · does the man, who tranſient joy prefers? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the ſtream? 
| Vain are all ſudden ſallies of delight: 
Convulſions of a weak diſtemper'd joy. 

Joy's a'fix'd ſtate; a tenure, not a ſtart. 

Bliſs there is none, but unprecarious bliſs : 

That is the gem: ſell all, and purchaſe that. 
Why. go a begging to contingencies, _ 

Not gain'd with eaſe, nor ſafely lov'd, if gain d? 
As good fortuitous, draw back, and pauſe; 
guſpect it; vbat thou canſt enſure, enjoy; 
And nought but what thou giv'ſt thyſelf, is ſure. 
Reaſon perpetuates joy that reaſon gives, 

And makes it as immortal as herſelf: N 
To moxtals, nouzht immortal, but their worth. + 


% THE COMPLAINT: 


Worth, conſcious worth! ſhould abſolutely zeign ;: 
"And other joys ak leave for their appmach; «| 


Nor, unenamin d. ever leave obtain, 

Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 

Wage war, and periſh in inteſtine broils : 

Not the leaſt promiſe of internal peace! 

No buſum=comfort | or unbotow d bliſs! | 
Thy thoughts. ate vagabonds: all outward-bound, 


If gain'd, dear bought ;. and better miſ d than gain U. 


Much pain muſt enpiate, what much pain procur d. 
Fancy, and nſec, from an infected ſhore, 
Thy cargo bring; and ꝓeſtilence the prize. 

Then, fuch thy thirſt (infatiable thirſt ! 

By fond indulgence but inſſam'd the more l 


Imagination is the Vaphian hop, == 1 


Bids foul ideas, in their dark receſs, - 

| And hot as hell (which kindled the black pres) 
With wanton art, thoſe: fatal arrews form, 

Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame. 


Wouldſt thou receive them, other thoughts there ace, © 


On angeb-wing, deſcending from:above, - 
Which theſe, with art-diviae, would counterwork, 
And form celeſtial armour for thy peace. | 
In this-is ſeen imagination's guilez; 
But who can count her follies ? ſhe betrays thee, 
To think in grandeur there is fomething-great. 
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I Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain'd; 
«| And foreign climes muſt cater for thy taſte. 
Hence, what diſaſter tho the price was paid, 
| That perſecuting prieſt, the Turk of Rome, 
Whoſe foot (ye gods!) tho' cloven, mult be lied. 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian ſhore ; 
(Such is the fate of honeſt Proteſtants !) 
And poot magnificence is ſtarv'd to death. 
Hence juſt reſentment, indignation, ire! — 
Be pacify'd; if outward things are great, 
Tis magnanimity great things to ſcorn ; 
And courts; that inſalubrious ſoil to peace. 
True happineſs ne er enter d at an eye; | 
| True happineſs reſides. in things unſeen. 
; Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys 
I That jewel wanting, triple crowns ate poor: 
$0 tell his Holineſs, and be reveng'd. 
Pleaſure, we both agree, is man's chief good ; 
| Our only conteſt, what deſerves the name 
I Give pleaſure's name to nought, but what has paß d 
Th' autheiitic feal of reaſon (which, like Yorke, 
Demurs oa what it paſſes) and defies 
The tooth of time ; when paſt, a pleaſure fill; y 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age, 0 
And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms, our preſent, joy. 
Some joys the fature overcaſt; and fome 
Throw all their beams that way, and id the . 
2 
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Some ; Joys endear eternity ; ſome give LS 
Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful” charms. 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? 
Conſult thy whole exiſtence, and be ſafe; 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the leſſon, tho my lecture long, 
Be good — and let heav'n anſwer for the reſt. 
' Yet, with a ſigh o'er all mankind, I grant 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope, 
The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that obſcure his ſublunary day, 
But never conquer : ev'n the beſt muſt own, 
Patience, and reſignation, are the pillars 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, theſe: 
. "But thoſe of Seth not more remote from thee, 
Till this heroic leſſon thou haſt learnt ; 
To frown at pleaſure, and to ſmile in pain. 
Fir'd at the. proſpect of unclouded bliſs, 
Heav'n in averſion, like the ſun. as yet 
Beneath th' horizon, chears us in this world; 
It ſheds, on ſouls ſuſceptible of light, 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 
This (ſays Lorenzo) is a fair harangue: 


gut can harangues blow back ſtrong nature's fiream? 
or ſtem the tide heav'n puſhes thro our veins, 


Which ſweeps away man's impotent reſolves, 
And lays his labour level with the world ?* 


Themſelves men make their comment on wanking; 
And think nought is, but what they find at home: 


Thus, weakneſs to chimacra turns the truth. 
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Nothing romantic has the muſe preſcrib'd. 
Above. Lorenzo ſaw the man of earth, 

The mortal man; and wretched was the ſight, 
To balance that, to comfort, and exalt, 

Now ſee the man immortal: him, | mcan, 


Who lives as ſuch : whoſe heart, full bent on m_ 


Leans all that way, his bias to the ſtars. | 
The world's dark ſhades, in contraſt ſet, ſhall raiſe - 
His luſtre more; tho' bright, without a foil: 
Obſerve his awful portrait, and admire ; 
Nor ſtop at wonder; imitate, and live. | 
Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing leſs than angel can exceed. 
A man on earth devoted to the ſkies ; 
Like 3 in ſeas, while in, above the world. 
th aſpect mild, and elevated eye, 
1 him ſeated on a mount ſerene, | 
Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſſion's ſtorm; 
All the black cares, and tumults, of this life, 
Like harmleſs thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
| Earth's genuine ſons, the ſceptred, and the ſlave, 
A mingled mob! a wand'ring herd! he ſees, 
Bewilder'd in the vale; in all unlike! 
His full reverſe in all! what higher praiſe? 
What ſtronger demonſtration of the right ? 
The preſent all their care; the future, his. 
When . private want, 


9 in a a night. 
2 2 
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They gi give to fame: his bounty he conceals. 
Their virtues varniſh nature: his exalt. 
Mankiad's eſteem they court: and he, his own. 
Theirs the wild chaſe of falſe felicities: | 
His, the compos'd poſſeflion of the true. 

Alike throughout is his conſiſtent prace, 

All of one colour, and an even thread: 

While party-colour'd ſhreds of happineſs, 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe: each puff of fortune blows 
The tatters by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 


He ſees with other eyes than theirs: where they = 


Behold a ſun, he ſpies a Deity : 
What makes them only ſmile, makes him adore. 
Where they ſee mountains, he but atoms ſees t 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
They things terreſtrial worſhip, as divine: 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt, 
That dims his ſight, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 
Which longs, in infinite, to loſe all bound. 
e e e eee 
He lays aſide to find his dignity: 
No dignity they find in aught beſides. 
They triumph in externals (which conceal = 
Man's real glory) proud of an eclipſe. 
Himſelf too much he prizes to be proud, 
And nothing thinks ſo great in man, as man. 
Too dear he holds his intereſt, to neglet 
 Another's welfare, or his right invade: 
Their int'reſt, like a lion, lives on prey. 
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* They kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong; 
- | Wrong he ſuſtains with temper, looks on bew n, 
Nor ſtoops to think his inj cer his foe ; 3 
Nought, but what wounds his virtue, 3 
A cover d heart their character defends: 
A cover'd heart denies him half his praiſe. 
With nakedneſs his innocence agrees; 
While their broad foliage teſtifies their fall. 
Their no-joys end. where his full feaſt begins; 
His joys create, theirs murder. future bliſs. 
| To triumph in exiſtence, his alone ; 
| And his alone, triumphantly to think 
His true exiſtence is not yet begun. 
His glorious courſe was, yeſterday, cit; | 
Death, then, was welcome; yet life till is ſweet. 
But nothing charms Lorenzo like the firm, 
Undaunted breaſt— And whoſe is that high praiſe } 
They yield to pleaſure, tho they danger brave, 
And ſhew no fortitude but in the field: 
If there they ſhew it, tis for glory ſhewn 2 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. 
A cordial his ſuſtains, that cannot fail: 
By pleaſure unſubdu'd, unbroke by pain, 
He ſhares in that omnipotence he truſts. 
All bearing, all attempting till he falls : 
And when he falls, writes vict on his ſhield. 
From magnanimity, all fear above: 
From nobler recompence. above applauſe : 
Which owes to man's ſhort out-look all its charms. . 
FFF | 


© 1 ;FHE-CQMPLAINT::- | 

Lorenzo cries,—* Where ſhines this miracle? - >} - 
From what root riſes this immortal man? 
| A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground; 


| The root diſk, nor wonder at the flower. : ; 
He follows nature (not like * thee :) and ſhes ws 
An uninverted ſyſtem of a man. | 


His appetite wears reaſon's golden chain, | 
And finds, in due reſtraint, its luxury. 

His paſſion, like an eagle well reclaim'd, 
Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite. 
Patient his hope, un-anxious is his care, 
His.caution fearleſs, and his grief, (if grief 
The gods ordain) a ſtranger to deſpair. | 
And why ?—becauſe aſſection, more than meet, 
His wiſdom. leaves not diſcngag'd from heaven. 
Thoſe ſecondary goods that ſmile on cart, 
He, loving in proportion. loves in peace. 
They moſt the world enjoy, who leaſt Amine 
His underſtanding ſcapes the common cloud 
Of fumes, ariſing from a boiling breaſt. 
His bead is clear, becauſe his heart is cool, 
By worldly competitions uninflam'd.. 
The mod'rate movements of his ſcul admit 
Diſtinct ideas, and matur'd debate, 
An eye impartial, and an even ſcale; 
Whence judgment ſound, and unre penting Sol N 
Thus, in a double ſenſe, the good are wiſe; 
On its own dunzhill, wiſer than the world. 


* See page 239, line 13. 
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What, then, the world? it muſt be doubly weak ; | 
strange truth! as ſoon would they believe their creed. . 

Yet thus it is; nor otherwiſe can bez 
So far from aught romantic, what l ſing. 


- Bliſs has no being, virtue has no ſtrength, 
| But from the proſpect of immortal life. 


Who thiaks carth all, or (what weighs juſt the ſame) 
Who care no farther, muſt prize what it yields ; 
Fond of its fancies; proud of its parades. 


Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms * 


He can't a foe, tho* moſt malignant, hate, 
Becauſe that hate would prove his greater foe. 
'Fis hard for them (yet who ſo loudly boaſt 
Good-will to men?) to love their deareſt friend z 
For may not he invade their good ſupreme, 


. Where the leaſt jealouſy turns love to gall ? 


All ſhines to them, that for a' ſeaſon ſhines. 


Each act. each thought, he queſtions, * What its weight, 
| © Its colour what, a thouſand ages hence? 


And what it then appears, he deems it now. 


Hence, pure are the receſſes of his ſoul. 


The god-like man has nothing to conceal. 
His virtue, conſtitutionally deep, a 
Has habit's firmneſs, and aſſection's flame; 
Angels, ally'd, deſcend to feed the fire; 


And death, which others ſlay, makes him a god. 


And now, Lorenzo! bigot of this world! 
Wont to diſdein poor bigots caught by heaven! 


Stand by thy ſcorn, and be redue'd to nought : 
* ad aan _— glare, 
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Thy gaudy ä and mere worldly worth, ; 
Like a broad miſt, at diſtance, ſtrikes us moſt; 
| And, like a wiſt, is nothing when at band; 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach, 
Swells more, and riſes nearer to the ſkies, 
(Too-foon, dis much, it cannot be) bis 2 
From this thy juſt annihilat ion riſe, 
Lorenzo! riſe to ſomething, by reply. 
The world, thy client, liſtens, and expects; 
And longs to crown thee with immortal praiſe. 
Canſt thou be ſilent? no; for wit is thine ; 
And wit talks moſt, when-lcaſt ſhe has to fay, 
And reaſon interrupts not her carcer. 
| She'll ſay - That miſts above the mountains net 
And, with a thouſand pleaſantries, amuſe ; 
She'll ſparkle. puzzle, flutter, raiſe a duſt, 


' Aad fly conviction, in the duſt ſhe rais'd. 


Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taſte ! 
"Tis precious. as the vehicle of ſenſe ; 
But, as its ſubſtitute, a dire diſcaſe. 
Pernicious talent! flatter'd by the world, | 
Zy the blind world, whieh thinks the talent rare, 
Wiſdom i is rare, Lorenzo! wit abounds; 
Paſſion can't give it ; ſometimes wine inſpires 
The lucky flaſh; and madneſs rarely fails. 
| Whatever cauſe the ſpirit ſtrongly ſtirs, 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 
For thy renown, twere well, was this the worſt ; 
| Chance often hits it; and to pique thee more, 
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Shakes her ſage head at the calamity, 

Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee. 

| But wiſdom, awful wiſdom ! which inſpects, 

Diſcerns, compares, weighs, ſeparates, infers, 

Seizes the right, and holds it to the laſt; 

How rare! in ſenates, ſynods, ſought in van 

Or if there found, tis facred to the few ; 

While a lewd proſtitute to multitudes, 

Frequent, as fatal, wit: in civil life, 

Wit makes an enterpriſer ; ſenſe, a man. 

and thinks herſclf the lightning of the-ſtorm. 

In ſtates, tis dangerous ; in religion, death : 

Sball wit turn Chriſtian, when: the. dull believe? 

' Senſe is our helmet, wit is but the plume; 

The plume expoſes, tis our helmet faves: 

Senſe is the di'mond, . weighty, ſolid, ſound ;. 

When cut by wit, it caſts a brighter beam; 

Yet, wit apart, it is a di'mond ſtill, 

Wit, widow'd of good ſenſe, is worſe than nought ; - 

It hoiſts more ſail to run againſt a rock. | 

Thus, a half-Cheſterfield is quite a fool; | | 

Whom dull fools ſcorn, and bleſs their want of wit. 
How ruinous the rock! I warn thee ſhun, 

Where Sirens fit, to ſing thee to thy fate 

A joy, in which our reaſon bears no part, 

Is but a forrow tickling, ere it ſtings. 

Let not the cooings of the world allure thee 3. | 

Which of her lovers ever found her truc? 
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Happy! of this bad world who little know. 
And yet, we much mult know her, to be ſafe 
To know the world, not love her, is thy point; 
She gives but little, nor that little, long. 

There is. I grant, a triumph of the pulſe;. 

A dance of ſpirits, a mere froth of joy, 

Our thoughtleſs agitation's idle child, 

That mantles high, that ſparkles, and expires, 

| Leaving the ſoul more vapid than before. - 
An animal ovation ! ſuch as holds -- 

No commerce with our reaſon. but ſubſiſts 


On juices, thro' the well-ton'd. tubes, well· ſtrain d ʒ I 


A nice machine! ſcarce ever tun'd aright : 
And when it jars thy Sirens · ſing no more; 
Thy dance is done; the demi-god is thrown 
(Short apotheoſis !) beneath the man, 
In coward gloom immers'd, or fell deſpair. 


Art thou yet dull enough deſpair to dreads. -- 


And ſtartle at deſtruction? if thou art, 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field; 

(A field of battle is this mortal life!) 
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart; : 
a > ſentence proof againſt the world. 
Soul. body, fortune ! ev'ry good pertains 
To one of theſe; but prize not all alike; 
The goods of fortune to thy body's health, 
© Body to ſoul, and ſoul ſubmit to God. 


Th' inverted pyramid can never ſtand. 
| ls this truth doubtful? it outſhines the ſun; - | 


Wouldſt thou build laſting happineſs? do this 12 5 
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Nay, the ſun ſhines not but to ſhew us this, 

The ſingle leſſon of mankind on earth 

And yet — yet what? no news! mankind is mad 

Such mighty numbers liſt againſt the right, oo 
| (And what can t numbers, when bewitch'd, atchieve!) 
$ They talk themſelves to ſomething like belief, 5 

That all earth's joys are theirs: as Athens fool 


- | Grinn'd from the port on ev'ry fail his dun 


They grin; but wherefore? and how long the lavgh? 


"| Half ignorance, their mirth; and half, a lye; 


To cheat the world, and cheat themſelves, they ſmile. 
Hard either taſk ! the moſt abandon'd own, 


That others, if abandon'd, are undone: 


Then, for themſelves, the moment reaſon wakes, | 
(And Providence denies it long repoſe) 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 


7 They ſcarce can ſwallow their ebullient ſpleen, 


I | Scarce muſter patience to ſup port the farce, 

And pump fad laughter, till the curtain falls. 

Scarce, did I ſay? ſome cannot fit it out; 

Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw, 

And ſhew us what their joy, by their deſpair. : 
The clotted hair . gor d breaſt ! blaſpheming eye! 

Its impious fury till alive in death ! —— | 

Shut, ſhut the ſhocking ſcene. — But heav'n denies 

A cover to ſuch 'guilt ; and fo ſhould man. | 

Look round, Lorenzo ! ſee the recking blade, 

Th' invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball; 

The ſtrangling cord, and ſuſſocatint ſtream 2 
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From raging riot (flower ſuicides !) 

And pride in theſe, more execrable ſtill !— 

How hotrid all to thougbt! but horrors, theſe, 

That vouch the truth; and aid my feeble ſong. 
From vice, ſenſe, fancy, no man can be bleſt : 

Bliſs is too great, to lodge within an hour: 

When an immortal being aims at bliſs, 

Duration is eſſential to the name. 

O ſor a joy from reaſon ! joy from that, 

Which makes man man; and, exercis'd aright, 

Will make him more: a bounteous joy! that gives, 

And promiſes; that weaves, with art divine, 

The richeſt proſpett into preſent peace: 

A joy ambitious! joy in common held 

With thrones ethereal, and their greater far: 

A joy high privileg'd from chance, time, death! 


A joy, which death ſball double! judgment crown! 


Crown'd higher, and ſtill higher, at cach tage, 

Thro' bleſt eternity's long day: yet till, 

Not more remote from ſorrow, than from him, 

Whoſe laviſh band, whoſe lore ſtupendous, pours 

Bo much of deity on guilty duſt. 

There, O my Lucia! may I meet thee there, 

Where not thy preſence can improve my bliſs! 
AﬀeRs not this the ſages of the world ? | 

Can nought aſſect them, but what fools them too? 

Eternity, depending on an hour, 


Make ſerious thought man's wiſdom, joy, and praiſe. 


Nor need you bluſh (though ſometimes your deſigns 
May ſbun the light) at your defigns on beaven: | 
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Sole point! where over baſhful is your blame. 
Are you not wiſe ?—You know you are: yet hear 
One truth, amid your num'rous ſchemes, miſlaid, 
Or overlook'd, or thrown aſide, if ſeen ; | 
© Our ſchemes to plan by this world, or the next, 
© Is the ſole difference between wiſe, and fool. 
All worthy men will weigh you in this ſcale; 
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you light? 
Is their eſteem alohe not worth your care ? 
Accept my fimple ſcheme of common ſenſe: | 
Thus, fave your fame. and make two worlds your own, 
The world replies not: but the world perſiſts; . 
And puts the cauſe off to the longeſt day, 
Planning evaſions for the day of doom. 
So far, at that re-hearing from redreſs,:- 
They then turn witneſſes againſt themſelves. 
Hear that, Lorenzo! nor be wiſe to-morrow.” 
Haſte, haſte! a man, by nature, is in haſte; 
For who ſhall anſwer for another hour? 
'Tis highly prudent, to make one ſure friend: 
And that thou can'ſt not do, this (ide the ſkies. 
| Ye ſons of earth! (nor willing to be more !) 
Since verſe you think from prieſtcraft ſomewhat free, 
Thus in an age ſo gay, the muſe plain truths 85 
(Truths, which, at charch you might have had in 
| pProſe) 
Has ventur'd into light; well pleas'd the verſe 
| Should be forgot, if you the truths retaia ; 
| And crown her with your welfare, not Hur praiſe. 
| 2 9 ; 
Vor. I. A ä 
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* nene enn 3Z 
| Since many an ample volume, mighty tome, | 
Muſt die; and die unwept ; O thou minute, 

| Devoted page ! go forth among thy foes; 

Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth, 

And die a double death: mankind incens d, 
Denies thee long to live : nor ſhalt thou reſt, 

When thou art dead; in Stygian ſhades arraign'd 
By Lucifer, as traitor to his throne; 

And bold blaſphemer of his friend, the world; 
The world whoſe legions coſt him flender pay, 

And voluntecrs, around his banner ſwarm ; 
Prudent, as Pruſia, in her zeal for Gaul. 

Are all, then, fools ?* Lorenzo cries. —Yes, all, 
But ſuch as hold this doctrine (new to thee ; | 
© The mother of true wiſdom is the will;; 

The nobleſt intellect, a fool without it. 
World-wifdom much has done, and more may de, 
In arts and ſciences, in wars, and peace; 1 
But art and ſcience, like thy wealth, will leave thee, 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. | 
This is the moſt indulgence can afford ;— | 
Thy wiſdom all can do, but—make' thee wiſe,” 3 
Nor think this cenſure is ſevere on thee; | 


Satan, thy maſter, I dare call a dunce. 


THE END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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